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One 


Author's Notes: 
Here is my Biffno :D It\'s been heavily edited to take out all the waffle, so in its current form, it\'s not 


25,000 words. However, the original Biffno was but it was s0000000000000000000 waffly. 


This story is a mix. It has some het, some slash, some gen and lots of computer games. 


It was early morning. The sky was a rich, dark blue, with a splash of pale yellow in the east where the sun 
was rising. The air was chilly and the last wisps of mist were melting away. Dew drops twinkled on the long 
grass of a piece of rough ground, just outside a dilapidated apartment building. Then there was a rustling sound 
from a nearby bush and a rabbit came out into the open. It sniffed the air cautiously, before scampering over 


to a clump of juicy looking leaves. 


A few feet away, James Hetfield crouched down, standing downwind and with his skinny body partially hidden by 
an old, rusty car. He held a small camera in his hands. James gazed at the rabbit and brushed his blonde hair 


off his forehead. He shivered a little in the early morning air; it was March and the day would not warm up 


until the sun has risen. 

"Good rabbit, stay there" he whispered "That's it, let Uncle James get a lovely picture of you". 

Suddenly, James heard a noise behind him; the sound of somebody hurrying through the grass. The rabbit 
squeaked and fled, vanishing into the undergrowth. James sighed and turned to see who the newcomer was. It 
was Lars Ulrich, looking very sleepy. His hair was rumpled and he was wearing nothing but a t-shirt and his 


underwear. 


"James, what are you doing?" Lars asked. "Why are you on your hands and knees like that? Are you sick after 


the party last night? Why didn't you throw up in the bathroom?" 
‘Lars, you made it go away?" James whined, pointing towards the clump of bushes in the distance. 
"What? Your puke?" 


"NO!" James scrambled to his feet, brushing grass off his knees. "A rabbit | was trying to take a picture of. It 


heard you galumphing about like a dragon and it ran away". 
"Ohh, sorry dude. | thought you were sick and | hurried over to help". 


‘Its OK" said James. "Nah, | just got up early cos it gets too noisy later on in the day and then rabbits don't 


come out so often They're very timid". 

"Maybe you can look for one again this evening?" Lars suggested. 

“Sure, | could do that" said James, brightening up. 

"Yeah" Lars agreed. "So, you coming in for breakfast now? Kirk is making it; he's already up". 

James followed Lars back towards their apartment. "Is he making a real breakfast or sheep food?" Kirk was 
pretty health conscious and followed a mainly vegetarian diet (though like his band mates, got most of his 
nutrition from beer). 

"Umm, he was boiling milk for museli when | came out" said Lars. James groaned. 

"That's sheep food! | can't survive at the factory all day on that. | need real food, like bacon and eggs. I'm going 
"Hey James, look!" Lars suddenly exclaimed. He was pointing towards a glint of gold in the grass. James leaned 


over and his eyes widened. 


"A Gemflower" he said. The little flower was well deserving of its name. Its small, rounded petals and sparkly 


middle made it look as if somebody had dropped a precious gem in the grass. 
It must be the first one of the year" said Lars. "They don't usually bloom this early". 


"Yeah" James said eagerly. He took his camera out again and switched it on. Getting down on his knees again, he 
attempted to focus on the flower. 


James squinted into the viewfinder. Seconds later, there was a soft click. James turned the camera over and 
waited while the image was developed. The camera whirred and a minute later, produced a photo. Lars watched 
anxiously as James checked it. Then he looked up at Lars and grinned. 

"It came out OK! Look Lars, see, its not blurry". 

"Awesome!" said Lars, admiring the photo. "Let's take it inside and put it in the photo album‘. 

‘lm so pleased with that picture" said James happily. "I feel that | could even survive all day on Kirk's 


breakfast!" 
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James and Lars entered their apartment; James holding the photo as if it was a precious artefact and Lars 
rubbing his hands together to warm them up. Not that the apartment was much warmer then outside. It took 


a while for the heaters to start working in the morning. 


The guys went into the living room and James opened the top drawer on the sideboard, looking for the photo 


album. 
"| can't find it! I'm sure we put it here last" he said. He shut the top drawer and checked the next one down. 
"Did we have it out last night at the party?" Lars asked. 


"I hope not" said James, worried. "I'm sure there are some dodgy ones of me in at summer camp when | was a 


kid. | don't want our buddies seeing those". 


"Oh, they've probably seen them dozens of times before" Lars said casually. "I'm gonna go get dressed, l'm 
freezing my ass off". Lars set off for the bedroom. James frowned and shut the drawer on the sideboard. 


"Wait a minute, Lars. LARS! WHEN exactly have our pals seen those photos of me?" he yelled after the little 


drummer. Lars didn't reply. James was about to go after him when he caught the scent of something cooking. 


“That's not muesli" James said hopefully. He went into the kitchen, where he found Cliff standing over the 


cooker, monitoring a frying pan full of eggs and bacon Kirk was sitting at the table, eating a bowl of muesli. 
"Real food! Cliff, you're a star" said James, hugging the bassist. 

"Steady dude, don't make me spill the pan" said Cliff, grinning. "Get the juice and glasses out, will ya?" 

"Sure" said James. He rattled around in the cupboard and Kirk made a huffing noise. 

‘Muesli is much healthier than all that greasy food" he said. 

"Muesli looks like wood shavings" said James. 


"It tastes really nice and it's good for you. And look, I've put sliced up banana on mine" said Kirk, holding up the 
dish to show James. 


James was trying to think of a rude reply when Lars came into the kitchen, now fully dressed. He was also 


carrying the photo album. 
"Here it is" he chirped. "It was on top of the cupboard in the bathroom". 


"What the hell was it doing there?" said James. He set the last glass on the table and took the album off Lars. 
‘OK, I'm gonna put my photo up safe inside it". 


"Go and get it to show Cliff and Kirk first" said Lars. He sat down at the table and poured himself a glass of 
juice. "Oh and can you bring the portable TV in here too?" 


"Why don't you just watch TV in the living room?" Kirk asked. 


"Cos | want to watch Wacky Races on Breakfast TV and it's so funny, itll make me splurge my juice out all 


over the settee or the carpet and then it'll stain it and our landlord will have our asses" said Lars. 

Kirk made a face; he knew only too well about Lars drinking liquids and laughing. Cliff ladled out the food from 
the pan while James brought the TV through and set it on the table. He then showed his newest photo to Kirk 
and Cliff. 

"Wow, that is neat" said Cliff. 

"Yeah" Kirk agreed. "It looks so small and delicate". 


"It is, its a tiny little flower" said James, pleased that his buddies liked his photo. 


Minutes later, the lads were sitting down, eating bacon and eggs and Lars was snorting at Wacky Races. Eddie, 
their dog, had woken up and he was eating biscuits from his dish. Kirk finished his muesli and put the dish 


down by Eddie 


"There you go, nice milk to drink" he said. Eddie stuck his head in the bowl and began lapping. Then Kirk got 
himself a yoghurt from the fridge. He leaned against the fridge and began eating it. 


"Kirk, come and sit down?" said Cliff. 


"I feel safer away from Lars" Kirk said. "He's laughing so much at that cartoon, | fear that any minute now, 


he's going to spit juice all over me". 
"No I'm not, it's finished now and the stupid adverts have come on" said Lars. 


An advert for Heat Me Up radiators was showing on the TV. A man with shiny white teeth and a coal-black 


suit was waving his hand at a posh heater on the wall of an equally posh house. 


"And this is why we call Storage Heaters, Storage COLDERS" he said. Lars choked on his juice and Cliff slapped 
his back. "To be warm and cosy, buy our wonderful new Heat Me Up radiators. Guaranteed to keep you snuggly 


warm, even when outside it's below freezing. 
"We need those, our apartment is always fucking freezing!" said James. 


"Man, look at the cost of them" Cliff chuckled, as a hefty price appeared below the man. "If we could afford 


that, we could afford a mansion to live in". 


The adverts finished and Breakfast TV came on again. James mushed his bacon round in the centre of his fried 


egg, soaking the yolk into the meat. He was imaging catching a dangerous burglar on the way to work and 
getting a reward of $10,000 from the police. Then they could afford the Heat Me Up radiators. However, it 


would be much more fun to buy a new amp instead. 


"Hey James?" said Lars, bringing James out of his daydreams. James put his glass down and looked inquiringly 


over at the drummer. 


"Look who is on TV" Lars said with a big grin on his face. 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter is lame and very tongue in cheek xD The girl on TV is based on Roxie, a bassist from the 
Pokémon games. | just had to include her in my story (sans Pokemon) because | was drunk, erm, | mean 


inspired in March xD 


| still don\'t own anything, not even the beer, sadly :P 


"Oh awesome, it's Roxie" said Cliff, turning his attention to the TV. There, sitting on a settee in the Breakfast 
TV studio was a girl, about the same age as the Metallica guys. She had bleached spiky hair and was wearing a 
blue and purple horizontal striped top. Her legs were covered by leggings with the knees torn out and she wore 
biker boots, almost up to her knees. 

Roxie was a musician like the Metallica guys and she played bass in a local band. Metallica had been to a couple 
of her shows before and sometimes saw her around, usually at the bar; sometimes at various rock clubs, 
listening to other bands. Roxie was being interviewed by Anne Sapphire, one of the hosts on Breakfast TV. 


"Which bands would you say have influenced you the most?" Anne was asking her. 


"Hm, Iron Maiden, Black Sabbath, Rainbow, a lot of the older ones. | like some of the newer bands too, | think 


Grave Digger are really good". 

Kirk returned from putting his yoghurt pot in the bin "Who is it?" he asked. 
‘It's James’ girlfriend" Lars snickered 

"Shut up dick" said James, turning bright red. Kirk started to giggle. 

"James fancies her" Lars continued gleefully. 


"James is gonna give you such a wedgie in a minute, you'll have to go to hospital to have your briefs 


surgically removed from your ass crack" James threatened. 
Cliff gave James a quick glance. "Do you fancy her dude?" 
"NO!" said James indignantly. "Lars is just being dumb". 


"Well, why are you blushing then?" Lars asked. 


"l'm not, asswipe!" 

"Yeah you are, you look like a London post box". 

"Shut up you dudes, she's talking about her new bass" said Cliff, turning the volume knob up. Lars assumed an 
innocent expression and Kirk put his hand over his mouth to muffle his giggles. James scowled and finished his 
orange juice. 

Lars is one of my best friends but geez, he can be a little prick sometimes he thought. 

James got up to put his glass in the sink. If he stayed by the table, Lars would insist he was watching the TV 
because he fancied Roxie. Yet, that simply wasn't true. The truth was much, much more embarrassing than 
that. 

James was scared of her. 

It wasn't that he was some sort of caveman, who thought that girls couldn't possibly be musicians. James 
thought it was awesome when girls played instruments. Also, the more metal musicians there was, the better. 
No matter what sex they were. 

Nor was it that James was scared of all girls (no matter what his friends might say). He mentally ran through 
a list of girls in his head who weren't scary. Cliff's mom, Kirk's mom, Lars! mom..no wait They are all moms. 
Does that count? 

It was just..Roxie was scary! Everything about her made James nervous; the way she dressed, the way she 
walked, the things she said at interviews and last of all, the fact that whenever she met James, she always 


looked at him as if she wanted to eat him alive. 


James started as he felt something rub up against his leg. Looking down, he saw that it was Eddie, who had 
finished his biscuits and licked Kirk's muesli dish clean. He gazed as James with huge, hopeful eyes. 


"Hmm, you want some of my bacon, don't you?" said James. Eddie woofed. "OK, I'll go and get you a little bit". 
James went back over to the table. "You're too late buddy" Lars sniggered. "Your girlfriend had gone off now". 


"Fuck off Lars!" said James. 


Three 


James thought that his day at work was going to last forever. The time seemed to be going deliberately slow 
and a couple of times, when he had glanced at the clock, James had been convinced it had actually stopped. 
When dinner time finally arrived, James sighed with relief and went outside to eat his sandwiches. The factory 
common room was noisy, overcrowded and worst of all, somebody had put the radio channel Disco 24 on. 

Who wants to listen to that crap James thought as he stepped outside. The air was still pretty chilly but it 
was fresh and bracing and James felt himself cheering up as the breeze blew away the stuffy feeling of being 
stuck in a hot factory all morning. 

James went over to a sheltered corner, where there was a bench underneath a large oak tree. He opened his 
lunchbox and took out a packet of sandwiches, a bottle of cola and some chocolate biscuits. He was just 
unwrapping the foil from the sandwiches, when a familiar voice hailed him. 

"Hey James, what flavour have you got today?" 

James looked up and saw a boy about his age, with ginger curly hair that was tied back in a pony tail. He was 
wearing blue overalls, as he worked at the garage across the street. It was Dave Mustaine, the front man of 
Megadeth. 

"Hi Dave" said James. "It's peanut butter". 

"Ohhh, need, need!" said Dave, making grabby hands at the sandwiches. 

"Hey, eat your own dinner" said James. 

"Don't have any. | spent my dinner money on beer". 

"You're an asswipe, you know that?" James said, handing a sandwich to Dave. 

"Thanks" said Dave and he began eating. "So, how's things?" 


"Boring!" said James. "I wanna quit my job and be in a professional metal band". 


"Me tool" said Dave. "I like fixing cars but my boss is a dickhead. All he does is nag and yell at me all the time, 
like an old fishwife". 


"And WHAT exactly does he yell at you for doing?" James asked suspiciously. 


"Hm, just well, stuff" said Dave, shrugging. 


"You mean like the time you found a picture of him in the newspaper, cut off his head, stuck it on the body of 
a naked woman and stuck that picture up in your common room?" 


"He overreacted!" said Dave. "Anyway, do you want to come to Cascades tonight?" 

Cascades was an arcade, about five blocks away from Metallica's apartment. James and his friends spend a lot 
of time (and quarters there) as it had many good games and also a small bar which sold reasonably priced 
beer. 

"Sure" said James. "What time shall | meet you there?" 

Dave swallowed his last mouthful of sandwich. "Um, about 18:00, is that alright?" 

"Yep, no problem". 


"Great! OK, | better get back to work now". Dave stood up and stretched. "Thanks for the sandwich James". 


James frowned as he licked his sticky fingers clean "Hey!" he suddenly said. "I thought you didn't have any 


money for dinner? How come you can afford to go to Cascades?" 


"Cos that was dinner money | spent" Dave pointed out. "I've still got arcade money". 
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It was a drizzly evening and James and Cliff hurried along, heading towards the bright lights of Cascades at 
the end of the street. The rain sprayed down in a fine mist, soaking everything it touched totally. James had 
turned up the collar on his jacket but even so, stray raindrops kept finding their way down his neck He didn't 
even stop to look in the window of the music shop as they passed it. A cold wind whistled by as the lads 
passed an alleyway and a minute later, they only just avoided being soaked as a car drove much too fast 
through a deep puddle. 


It was with much relief that James and Cliff pushed open the doors to the arcade and went inside. Warm air, 
gaudy lights and the smell of sweets and cola greeted them. 


"That's better" said James, shaking his head like a dog so that raindrops flew off his hair. "Stupid rain, | hate 
it’ 

"Hey guys" Dave called out, walking over to James and Cliff. He was followed by David "Junior" Ellefson, his 
bass player and best friend. Junior was a shy looking kid with fluffy hair, big eyes and a perpetually innocent 


expression. 


"Hi Dave, awful weather, isn't it" said James. 


"Junior said it's good for the crops on his old man's farm" said Dave. "So | threatened to give him a wedgie". 


Junior only smiled, safe in the knowledge that Dave would do no such thing to him. 
"Hey man, you fancy a joint?" Cliff asked Dave, as he took a tin out of his jeans pocket. 


"Yeah, thanks" said Dave. Junior looked hopeful but Cliff shook his head. "Nah, you can't have one you're not old 


enough". 
"Aww" said Junior. 


"Your Mom will skin me alive if | let you smoke weed" said Cliff. He took a dollar bill out of his other pocket and 


gave it to Junior. "Here, go get us all some crisps and you can spend the change on whatever you want". 
"OK" said Junior, cheering up again He trotted off towards the food kiosk and Cliff lit his and Daves’ joints. 
"So, where's Kirk and Lars?" Dave asked. 


"Back at home, they said they didn't wanna come" said Cliff. "They said there was a movie on that they really 


wanted to see". 


"Which was a really lame excuse for them to stay at home together and make out" said James, rolling his 


eyes. 


"Haha" Dave laughed. "I was gonna, say there would have to be a powerful pull to keep a pixel head like Lars 


out of the arcade". 


Junior returned with three bags of crisps and a packet of strawberry laces for himself. The lads began eating 
and debated what games to play on James gazed idly round the arcade as he opened his bag of crisps. He 
fancied a go on Spy Hunter but a girl was already playing it. Perhaps Star Wars then? As he looked over 
towards the Star Wars cabinet, he saw the main doors open and Roxie came in with a couple of her band 
members. The drummer was a big bloke, with a shaved head and wearing a leather jacket. The lead guitarist 
was a girl but she didn’t look scary to James. She was about Kirk's height and was wearing a black t-shirt and 


carrying a wet coat under her arm. 


Roxie indicated to her band mates towards the kiosk and James nearly dropped his crisp bag in alarm. Shit! F 
ever she sees me! He nudged the nearest guy to him, who happened to be Dave. 


"Hey Dave, lets go and play..".James' eyes shot over to the far side of the arcade.."One of those games over 


there". 


"Nah, let's play Donkey Kong" said Dave, pointing to a cabinet that was far too close. 


Roxie was coming over! No, she wasn't, she was going over to the food kiosk James let out a big breath in 


relief. "OK then" he said to Dave. 


"Me and Junior will play Super Pac-Man then" said Cliff. Junior nodded and followed Cliff, chewing on a long lace. 
Dave and James went over to Donkey Kong and James risked a glance over his shoulder. Roxie hadn't seen him. 
She was playing on one of the games near the kiosk and her band mates were watching her. James turned 


back to watch Dave have the first go on Donkey Kong, feeling much relieved. 

Dave reached level two before losing a life and then it was James' turn. He nearly got to the top of the screen 
before he was hit by a barrel. Dave then played again but both guys lost their lives without making it to level 
3. 

"Damn, it's hard, Mario is so freaking slow!" James complained. 

"Agreed" said Dave. "I wanna get Junior to hack into the CPU and rewire the code so Mario goes faster". 


"Can Junior do that?" James’ eyes were wide. 


"Not when the authorities are listening" said Dave with a wink. "Come on, lets go see how him and Cliff are 


doing on Super Pac-Man". 


James wasn't too sure he wanted to do that because he could see that Roxie and her friends were now playing 
on a game that was quite close to Super Pac-Man. However, James couldn't think of a reason to stop Dave 
from going over to them. Sure, he could say / don’t wanna stand there in case Roxie sees me but he didn't want 
to do that. He didn't want to admit he was scared of a girl in front of Dave, nor did he want Dave to start 
teasing him and insisting that he secretly fancied Roxie. 


James followed Dave over to Super Pac-Man, keeping his head down and his hands slouched in his pockets. He 
knew it wouldn't work but James couldn't help but feel that if he tried to make himself smaller, Roxie wouldn't 
notice him. Junior was playing the game at the moment, guiding Pac-Man around the screen, eating fruit and 
avoiding ghosts. Cliff was leaning on the side of the cabinet, smoking his joint. 

"How's it going?" Dave asked. 

"| lost my last life" Cliff said with a grin. "Junior hasn't lost one yet, he's really good". 

"Yeah, he's a right pixel-head’ said Dave. Junior giggled but stayed focused on the game. 

James tried to watch Junior too but he found it difficult to take in what was happening because could 
overhear Roxie talking. She wasn't playing a game at the moment, instead, she was telling her drummer about 


a concert that she and their lead guitarist had recently been to. 


"This one guy was being an idiot. He kept shouting out stuff to the band, showing off in front of his mates. | 


tried to ignore him but when he started talking about me and said | wouldn't mind doing her | went over to him 


and nutted him in the face" 

"Serves him right, he sounds like a jerk" said the drummer. 

"Yeah but Roxie regretted it afterwards" said the guitar player. 

"Why?" asked the drummer. 

"| didn't nut him hard enough cos his nose stopped bleeding after 5 minutes" 


Dave sniggered at this remark but James swallowed and unconsciously covered his nose. Roxie caught his eye 


and to James’ alarm, she strode over to him. 

"What are you looking so scared for?" she demanded, 

"You're making James nervous, talking about nutting guys" said Dave helpfully. 
"How can | be? | wouldn't nut James, | fancy him". 


Junior paused Super Pac-Man and looked up curiously. Cliff raised his eyebrows in an innocent manner and 


Dave caught James' eye and winked at him. James looked as if he was about to pass out, there and then 


"Uh, l-I think we better get going now, we can't leave Kirk and Lars home alone for too long, there's no knowing 


what they'll get up to" he stammered. 
"Why don't | come back with you to your place?" Roxie offered. "There's no knowing what we'd get up to’. 
James turned and fled. Junior stared after him, open mouthed and Roxie shook her head. 


"He really needs to get some confidence around girls" she said. 


Four 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter isn\'t super exciting but it contains a lot of stuff that will be important later on in the story :) 


When | wrote in the description of the spoof camera, | didn\'t know at the time that some of its specs are 


actually real and some real cameras actually have some better specs that the spoof one. That\'s me not 


keeping up with technology xD 


That Friday, about 17:00, the Metallica guys were all on the settee; drinking beer and watching TV. Eddie was 


sleeping on Kirk's lap and Lars was eating a bag of chocolate pretzels. 
An advert for a new camera came on. It was a brand new model from Bow, the UltraShoot 555! 


"Wow, that looks pretty neat" James said. A lady with platinum blonde hair and a silky pink dress was 
describing the features of the camera. 


"Exposure time ranging from |0,000th of a second right up to 8 hours. Macro mode of a centimetre. F stop 
ranging from £/0.01 up to f/b4. ISO of 8192. Zoom lens * 38". 


"Hey James, shall | go and get the mop and bucket, to mop up your drool?" Lars asked. 

"Shut up Lars" said James at once. 

"In fact, you don't just receive one lens" the lady said. "With the UltraShoot 555, I0 different lenses are 
supplied, including Super Macro of a millimetre, Telephoto, Megatelephoto, Wide-angle, Fish-eye and Upside 
Down, even when the camera is the right way up". 


"Ha, Upside Down lens, we could have a right laugh with that" said Lars. 


The advert finished and a boring documentary about sink plungers came on. James groaned and reached for 
the remote. Click, click, click he went, cycling through the channels. But there was nothing decent on 


"Ugh, TV sucks tonight" he said, putting the remote down. "Let's go out to a rock club". 
Lars stared at James curiously. "Are you sure you'd feel safe doing that?" 
"Safe? Of course | would Lars, why the hell wouldn't 1?" 


"Cos Roxie might be there" Lars giggled. "And then she would get you". Kirk laughed too and James scowled. 


"Dudes, calm down" Cliff said. "You make Roxie sound like a big game hunter". 
"And James is the big game" Lars smirked. 
"Shut up, asshole" James said, blushing. 


"OK, | have an idea’ said Cliff. "Why don't we go to Cascades?. They always play rock music there and we can 


play some video games too". 
"Yeah, | wanna do that" Lars said eagerly. 
"Me too!" said both James and Kirk. 


Good, subject changed thought Cliff. "OK, well, | wanna have a proper drink so how about we walk to Cascades 
and then get a taxi back’. 


"Good idea" said James. 


"Look out bar!" said Lars. "Stockpile your beer cos HERE WE COME!" 
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Once they were at Cascades, Metallica bought some beer and then wandered around, checking out the games. 
They soon found a new one called Gauntlet and it looked very good. It was a dungeon exploring adventure and 
best of all, up to four players could play at once. Lars became very excited when he saw it and badgered his 
mates to play on it with him. 


"Wow, it sure looks cool" said Cliff. "Yep, I'll give ya a game, Lars". 

James and Kirk agreed to as well. They gathered round the arcade cabinet and studied the choice of 
characters, who were painted on the sides. There was a muscled warrior armed with a massive axe, an elf 
dressed in green with a bow and arrow, an old, wise wizard with flowing robes and long, white hair and a 


warrior girl armed with a sword and shield and wearing a leather bikini. 


‘lm going to be Thor the warrior cos he is a Norseman, like me" Lars said. He put his quarter in and stood on 


the left, selecting the joystick on the red panel. 
"Ok, then I'm being Questor the elf" said James, going over to the green panel on the right. 


lll be Merlin" said Cliff, putting his quarter in the slot under the yellow panel. "He's a wizard like Gandalf and 
Gandalf is always stoned so Merlin probably is too". 


"Wait a minute, that's not fair" Kirk yelped "That means I've gotta be Thyra the Valkyrie and she's a girl!" 
"Ah, bad luck dude" Cliff said cheerfully. 

"Not fair!" Kitk pouted. "Why can't you be Thyra, Lars? She's Norse too". 

"Cos l'm being Thor" said Lars. "Now, stop moaning and play!" 

"Humph!" said Kirk but he put his money in, pressed the start button on the blue panel and the game began. 
The four characters appeared in a dungeon and straight away, many monsters began spawning. There were 
ghosts, demons, sorcerers and grunts. Lars and Kirk fought the monsters, James shot them with arrows and 
Cliff cast spells on them. It was lucky that loud rock music was playing in the arcade because Metallica were 


very noisy players, especially Lars. 


"Move Kirk, | need food and your fat ass is in the way!" he yelled. 
"JAMES! You shot the food! | needed that, you tosser!" 


| was after the sorcerer, dumbass!" James yelled back. 
"Does the sorcerer LOOK like food? Geez! Oh, a key! MOVE, Kirk, | need that key!" 
"Are you gonna eat it?" Cliff asked. 


"Haha, funny! l'm escaping to the next level" Lars grabbed the key and jumped into the exit. "Alright! I'm 


through! Come on you guys, hurry up and follow mel” 


Metallica continued playing and as they went up levels, the action got faster and more and more monsters 
spawned. Lars’ yelling got more frantic until at last, the game became too difficult. Kirk died first, then Cliff 
and then James. Finally Lars' warrior took a deadly hit and the words GAME OVER appeared on the screen 
Lars stared at it sadly. 


"Bummer! It's over! That was the most awesome game ever". 


The high score screen appeared with the message Warrior, please enter your initials. Lars beamed and typed in 


LIU. 
"Ooh, 3583, | think that's good for a first go" he said. 


"Me now" said Kirk as Valkyrie, please enter your initials appeared. Cliff and James then typed their names in 
and the full high score tables was shown. The screen was split into four and there was a table for each 
character, consisting of ten places. Lars was top of the warrior table, James in second place of the elf table 


and Cliff and Kirk were both in fourth of their respective tables. 


Lars turned to look at his buddies. "Play with me again?" 

"| will" said Cliff. 

"Not me. I'm gonna get another beer" said James. "I'll play again later". 

"| want another beer too, so I'll go with James” said Kirk. 

"Awwwwl" protested Lars. "It won't be as much fun with only two. You guys have to play as well". 
‘Later Lars. Anyway, the pool table's empty now and | wanna game of pool” said James. 


"Boring!" said Lars, even though he liked pool. Knowing that James couldn't play on his own, Lars gave Kirk a 


winning smile. "Come on Kirky. If you play Gauntlet with me, I'll make it worth your while when we get home". 
"Ew Lars, you sound like you're gonna make out with him" said James, screwing up his nose". 


"That is classified information" said Lars, while Kirk blushed. "OH wait, | can see Dave!" Lars looked over to a 


quiet corner, where Dave and Junior were sitting, each with a beer. "Ha, Dave will play with me". 
"DAVE!" he yelled, making Kirk jump. The redhead looked up and waved to Lars. Lars bounded over to his table. 
"Hi Lars" said Dave. "How's it going?" 


"You and Junior need to come and play Gauntlet with me and Cliff" Lars panted. "Kirk and James are being 
boring and won't play again yet". 


"What's Gauntlet?" Dave asked. 
"This really brill new arcade game. Its four player and it's got tons of monsters to kill and dungeons to explore 
and keys and different levels and it's really great!" Lars was talking at top speed because of his excitement. 


"Come on, you and Junior really need to play". 


Junior looked at Dave. "Wanna have a game?" he asked and it was obvious that he did, from the sparkle in his 


eyes. 


"Sure" said Dave. Junior beamed and Lars squeaked in glee. He flung an arm around Juniors’ shoulders and 


Dave's back and steered them over to the arcade machine. 


"Oh yeah, Junior, you're being Thyra’ Lars said. 


Five 

Lars, Cliff, Dave and Junior had a fun time playing Gauntlet, while James and Kirk had a couple of games of 
pool. James beat Kirk twice, which pleased him greatly. He didn't boast though as he knew Kirk would get cross 
if he showed off. 

"Bother, | just can't win tonight" Kirk sighed. 

"Come on, you were just unlucky" said James. "Both games were close. You nearly beat me". 

"Yeah, | guess so" said Kirk, cheering up a bit. "Want another game?" 

"Sure" said James. "I'll just go and get us some more beer first". 

By the time their third game of pool was over, James had had three (or was it four) beers. Kirk won the last 
game and was pretty happy about it. He was going to suggest playing best of five but some other guys 
wanted to play, so he and James went back over to Gauntlet. Cliff and Dave were having a rest from it; sitting 
at a nearby table and drinking their beers. Lars and Junior were still going strong. Junior was playing as Merlin 
and he seemed to be doing really well. Lars was still yelling at the game. 


"Move, stupid acid puddle! If you trap me, I'll smash your ass into oblivion!" 


"Geez Lars, you're gonna lose your voice soon’ said Kirk, as Lars then yelled at a monster generator he 


couldn't see 
"Nah he won't, he's never lost it once yet and think how much he usually talks" smirked James. 
"Shut up you guys, you're making me lose!" Lars said, without taking his eyes off the screen 


"Junior loves that game too" said Dave. "If they release it for the CoCo, | know what I'm getting him for 
Christmas". 


Unfortunately, Lars and Junior soon lost their lives and Lars swore as the GAME OVER message appeared. 
"Shit, oh well, | still have money left" Lars said, digging his hand into his pocket. Junior took another quarter 
out of his pocket too and Lars turned to James and Kirk. "Your turns to play again now" he chirped. "You said 
you'd play later". 


"OK, as long as | can be Questor again’ said James. 


‘lm gonna be Merlin" said Junior, clinging to the joystick as if he was afraid it was going to vanish. "I'm used to 


him now and | know his technique’. 


"Oh wait..that means | have to be Thyra AGAIN!" said Kirk, folding his arms and huffing. 
"Awww, come on Kirky, what's wrong with Thyra’ James sniggered. 
"She's a girl!" 


"And what's wrong with playing as a girl?" said a familiar voice behind James. He whipped round and to his 


dismay. Roxie was standing there! 


"Hi Roxiel" said Lars. "Will you come and play with me, James and David if Kirk won't? We need four players or 
it's not as much fur". 


Kirk looked terrified. James was gesticulating frantically to Lars and Junior was still clutching the joystick, in 


case Kirk tried to wrestle it off him. 

"Sure" said Roxie, squeezing in between Lars and Junior to take Kirk's vacant place. James was relieved that 
the Questor joystick was next to Merlin, so he wouldn't be standing by Roxie. Just thinking about being in close 
contact with her made his stomach feel squirmy with obvious alarm. 


"Il just go and umm, sit with Cliff and Dave then" said Kirk, edging backwards as fast as he could. 


"Baby!" scoffed Roxie. "Scared of playing as a girl character. Its not like you have to shoot lasers from your 
dick or anything’. 


Dave and Cliff laughed. Kirk sat down and brushed his hair back in what he hoped was a dignified manner. Lars 
rattled the joystick impatiently and Junior and James rivalled each other for who was blushing the most. 


"OK, so what do we have to do?" Roxie asked Lars. 
"Shoot monsters" he replied. "Don't shoot the food. And let me get the keys cos that's my favourite part". 
"Alright then’ said Roxie and she took a quarter out of her bag. "I'm ready". 


"Let's gol" said Lars, putting his money into the arcade machine. 
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While his first game had been pretty random and involved a lot of wild running about, James soon noticed that 
this game was tighter and more controlled. Lars and Junior were now very good and worked well together as a 
team. Roxie picked up the gameplay quickly and killed lots of enemies without crashing into them and losing 
health. 


They beat the first couple of levels easily but level three was more of a challenge and by level four, James’ 
energy was running low. The acid puddles stunned him, sapping large chunks of energy off him while he was 
frozen in place. He growled and shook the joystick, trying to break free. Junior came over and killed them with 


his spells. 

"Thanks kid" James said, relieved. 

"No problem" said Junior. 

"OK, | got the key, come on everyone" Lars yelled. James and Junior hurried over to the exit and followed Lars 
and Roxie onto level five. However, James' energy was dangerously low and he only survived a couple of 
minutes on level five before crashing out. 


"Shit!" he exclaimed as his elf vanished off the screen and the built in synth voice told him he had died. 


"Argh, level five is crawling with monsters!" Lars cried. "Come on guys, let's kill them!" A few seconds later, 
Roxie died and she said a very unladylike word that made James blush. Lars and Junior battled on bravely but 
they too, were wiped out just before getting to the exit. 


"That was tough" said Lars, brushing his hair back off his sweaty forehead. "Oh well, level six next time!" He 
entered his high score and the other players followed James was quite pleased to see he had a good score... 
9,619. However, when the high score table appeared, he got a shock. 


3,385 - LIU 
023 - DAV 
10,112 - ROX 
9619 - JAH 


James stared at the scores in dismay. OK, so he hadn't expected to beat Lars and he also knew that Junior 
was really good at games, from what Dave had said. Plus, they had played quite a few more games while 
James had been playing pool with Kirk James was just shocked to see that he was below Roxie. 


"Hey, you did pretty good" Lars said to her, impressed. "You beat James!" 

"Go on Lars, rub it in’ James grumbled. "I still got a good score". 

"Yeah but Roxie got a MUCH better score” said Lars. 

"Huh, it was probably just a fluke" said James. He wouldn't have normally said anything like that (for one thing, 
he was still scared of Roxie to risk insulting her game playing prowess). However, what with Lars making a big 


fuss over her score, Roxie standing there, looking all smug and a good dose of Dutch Courage from the beers 


he had already drunk, James’ tongue was running ahead of his brain 


However, he quickly regretted speaking when Roxie's smirk vanished and was replaced with a scowl. She walked 


right up to him and James instinctively stepped back a pace. 

"Take that back!" she ordered. 

"OK, OK, you just got lucky" said James nervously. 

"That means the same thing!" 

"It does, dude" Cliff pointed out. 

"OK, you were more skilled than me in that one game" said James. "But | bet | can beat you if we play again". 
James felt as if he couldn't bear to totally back down in front of his mates. He played a lot of video games at 
home. Surely he should be able to play better than Roxie. 

"Alright then, let's see" said Roxie, putting some more money into the arcade machine. Lars beamed, delighted 
that they were going to play another round. Junior and James put their quarters in and Dave, Cliff and Kirk 
watched with interest. 

"James' ego is going to take a bashing if Roxie beats him again’ said Cliff. 

"| know. | can't wait to see how he reacts" Dave snickered. 

Indeed, James wasn't happy at all. It was partly his fault because instead of concentrating, his eyes kept 
wandering to the scores on the right hand of the screen When he saw Roxie was getting close to his score, he 
began to make silly mistakes. When James died first, he scowled and thrust his hands into his pockets, giving 
the cabinet his most deadly glare ever. He slouched over to the table sat down next to Cliff. 

"Oh man, that's bad luck but at least you got time to drink your beer now" said Cliff. 

"Roxie is going to beat my score AGAIN" James said through gritted teeth. 

"Well, so are Junior and Lars by the looks of things" said Kirk. 

"Shut up asswipe" James snapped. 


"Ha, James doesn't want a girl to beat him" Dave laughed. 


"Its not that!" James protested. "It's cos it's Roxie. It'd be different if it was say, your Mom. | just don't want 


Roxie beating me!" 


"Cos you fancy her" said Dave. 


"Shut up, she'll hear you" James said in alarm. 
"Ah, so you DO fancy her then?" 


"No, course | don't! And | still say she's just getting lucky" James put his hand in his pocket again, searching 
for another quarter. "I'm gonna play again. | HAVE to beat Roxie at least once". 


“That's the spirit man, don't give up" said Cliff. 
Lars, Junior and Roxie came over to the table. "We've all died now" said Lars. "Want another go James?" 


"Yeah" said James, finally finding a quarter. However, when he looked round, he saw that some other guys had 


put their money in and were playing. Lars sighed in disappointment. 

"Awww, | wanted another game!" 

"Geez Lars, you've been playing it all evening" said Kirk. "Don't you want a rest now?" 
"Nope" said Lars. He sat down and drank about half a pint of beer in one go. 

"Well, | gotta go now" said Roxie. "lm playing a show tonight at 21:00". 


"Chicken" said James at once. He hadn't learned from his earlier scare because Roxie didn't like being called 


chicken at all. He was also more vulnerable, as he was sitting down. 
"How exactly am | chicken?" Roxie asked, standing much too close to comfort for James. 


"Uhh, cos you're leaving now cos you're scared when those guys have finished and we play again that I'll beat 


your score” said James. 


Lars gave James a look that said Uh oh, you've really done it now. Roxie put one hand on the table and one on 
the wall behind James’ head. 


"OK, let's get some things straight" she said in a calm voice. "First, have you got cloth ears? | said | have a 
show at 21:00. Second, | don't care if you beat my score. Really. Its just a game and my ego is not going to die 
a horrible death if you score higher than me". 


"We're all on the same team too" Junior piped up. 


"Yeah, good point” Roxie said. "However..".she turned back to face James. "I do have a problem with you calling 


me chicken". 


"OK, | take it back" James said, afraid of what he had gotten into. Even if she was in a hurry, it would only 


take Roxie a minute to punch him in the nose or worse.. 


"I think we need to settle this in a suitable way" Roxie continued James gulped and the other guys watched 


breathlessly. Roxie removed her hand from the wall and leaned back, staring at James with interest. 


"How about we make a bet of it?" 


Six 


"Sure" said James, trying not to show how relieved he felt. His nose (and other random body parts) had 


survived for another day. "Uh, what kind of bet?" 
"We practise Gauntlet all week. separately" said Roxie. "You can play with your band members and I'll play with 


mine. We'll decide tonight, which nights we'll be here to practise, to make sure we don't all turn up at once. 


Then, in exactly a week's time, we meet up here again. You, me, Lars and Junior". 


Roxie looked to see what the other guys thought of this. Lars and Junior were delighted. Dave said "That'll be 


next Friday? We don't have a show then, so we can manage that alright’. 

"Yeah, same here" said Lars. 

"Yeah, I'll go with that" said James. 

"Right, good" said Roxie. "So we all play and if you win, well, you can choose what you want me to do". 
"As in?" 

"As in forfeits, paying you money, buying rounds of beer etc etc" said Roxie. 


Lars' eyes lit up; he loved making people do forfeits. James also began to grin somewhat evilly. Kirk sucked his 


bottom lip. 

"James, don't pick anything really awful" he said. 

"Shut up Kirk" ordered James. "I can pick anything | like". 

| have so many ideas, if you want input" Lars said eagerly. 

"Nah, | can think of stuff myself said James. Indeed his mind was spinning swiftly. The evil part of his brain 
wanted to make Roxie do something extremely humiliating. However, the nice part of his brain (the part that 
sounded like his Mom's voice) was saying No James, you can't be mean to girls! That's not how you were 
brought up! 

"OK" James finally said. "If | win, you've gotta keep me in beer for the rest of the evening. 


Dave cheered and Lars groaned. "James! That's so boring! Let me tell you my ideas, please please?" 


"Done" said Roxie. "Ill make sure to bring loads of money so you won't run dry". 


"Ha, good" said James. And Lars, stop looking like that. You've got a face like a slapped ass. | like beer, not your 


evil ideas". 
"You're so boring!" Lars sighed dramatically and finished off his pint. 
"However" Roxie continued. "If you don't win, then you have to do what | say". 


James frowned. He looked at his friends for help and moral support. Lars was gazing mournfully at his empty 
pint glass. Cliff was lighting a joint, Junior was just staring with big eyes and Dave and Kirk were drinking beer. 


"OK, so let me get this straight. If you beat me, you get to make me do anything you choose, yeah?" 
"What did | just say, cloth ears?" said Roxie impatiently. 
"OK, OK!" said James. He began to feel nervous. "Uh, so what do you want me to do?" 


Roxie grinned, a really evil grin James began to regret he had chosen something for her as tame as buying 


him beer all night. 

"You have to go out with me, as in on a date". 

James gasped in sheer shock. It was not as loud or dramatic as it would have been if he would have been 
stone cold sober but it was still pretty impressive. His eyes widened, his mouth gaped and he felt his heart 
beating quickly with what was obviously fear. 


"Done" he (and the vast amount of Dutch Courage fuelled beer inside him) said. 


Roxie smiled deviously. "You do realise what it means?" she asked. "When | say date, | mean a proper date. We 


have to hold hands" 
"Yeah" said James. 

"And we have to make out” 

"Yeah" 

"And you have to do it all willingly" 
"Yeah" 


"James, have you thought this through properly" Cliff said mildly. "Are you sure you've considered the terms 
and conditions of this bet 100%?" 


"Yeah of course, | know what I'm doing" James said in a desperate tone. 
"So, when we shake hands, it seals the bet" said Roxie. "And we have five witnesses here too". 


"Yeah" said James, feeling the eyes of the five witnesses staring at him in shock (and perceived glee). He took 


a deep breath and held his hand out. Roxie took hold of his hand. They shook. 
"Sealed" she said. 


"May the best guy or girl win" said James. 


Seven 


Author's Notes: 
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"| don't believe you did that" Lars said, amazed. "I really don't”. 


Lars, that's the fifth time you've said that now" said James. "The bet isn't going to change, no matter how 


many times you don't believe it". 


The guys were sitting in the back of a cab, on their way back to the apartment. Kirk and Lars were trying to 


take in James' surprising behaviour from earlier. It wasn't going into their heads very well at all 
"You're nuts!" Kirk insisted. "If you lose, you've gotta go out with Roxie". 

"Yes Kirk, | have a memory infinitely better than that of a goldfish" James said. 

"Aren't you scared though?" 


"No!" James knew through his drunken haze that he should be scared. He also knew that come the morning, 


when he was sober, he WOULD be scared. However, at the moment, he was feeling pretty confident. 
"All | gotta do is practise and I'll be able to beat Roxie, no problem" he said. "It'll be a piece of cake". 
"What if she practises more and come next week is still better than you?" Lars asked. 

"Lars, shut up, you're meant to encourage me and offer me moral support" said James. 

Kirk shook his head. "Rather you than me. | still think you're nuts". 

"Come on now dudes" said Cliff. "Chill out, I'm sure James knows what he's doing". 

"Thanks Cliff" said James. 


"After all, he already fancies Roxie, so it's not like it's gonna be terrible for him to go out with her" Cliff 


continued. 
"That's not funny!" muttered James. 


The taxi arrived outside Metallica's apartment block and Cliff paid the driver. The guys got out and hurried 


over to the entrance, as it had turned chilly and was raining quite heavily. 

"Well now that you're committed to this bet, you need to start training seriously" Lars said to James. He 
continued to talk as they went up the stairs to their own apartment. "I've got some games that are a bit like 
Gauntlet and we can play on those when we're not at the arcade’. 

"Yeah but not tonight though" said James, yawning. "I'm beat, | need to get to bed". 

"Lars will probably dream he's playing Gauntlet all night" Kirk giggled. 

"Yep and James will dream he's on a date with Roxie" said Cliff. 


"No | won't" said James, blushing. "Don't be dumb". 


"How about the dreams gets mixed up?" Lars suggested. "And you dream you and Roxie are on a date 
together, in the dungeons of Gauntlet, killing monsters". 


"Somebody is going to get a wedgie very soon’ James warned. 

"Come on dude, it's past your bedtime" Cliff teased. He flung an arm around James’ shoulders and steered him 
into their bedroom. As they went in through the door, Cliff overheard Kirk speaking to Lars, as they too, went 
to bed. 

"What were you saying earlier about making it worth my while if | played Gauntlet with you?" 

Cliff chuckled and closed the door behind him. He helped James undress, as James was very drunk and half 
asleep. Eddie was dozing on James' bed; he glanced up at the two guys, then curled back up again. Cliff put 
James to bed and covered him up. 


"lm gonna win that bet, you just wait and see" James murmured. 


"Sure dude" said Cliff. "Go to sleep now". James snuffled and rolled over, curling up into a comfy ball. Cliff 
undressed and got into his bed. He grinned to himself as he settled down. 


| can't wait to see how James reacts in the morning, when he's sober! 
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James was in a long, wide corridor. Torches hung in iron brackets on the walls; their flames casting flickering 
shadows. The air smelt dank and felt cold. James was dreaming that either Gauntlet was real or he was inside 


the arcade game. He would have guessed it was the former, as the dungeon appeared perfectly normal and not 


pixellated at all. 


James looked down at his body. He was wearing a green shirt and trousers and leather boots. He had a quiver 


strapped to his back and was carrying an elaborate but strong looking bow. 


Good, that means Im Questor he thought. Hm, | wonder if | look lke me or if Im actually an elf? James question 


was answered by a familiar voice from behind. 

"Hey James, isn't this awesome! Gauntlet for reall" 

James turned round and saw Lars coming round the corner, looking exactly like Lars except he was dressed as 
Thor. James sniggered at his furry pants and boots and massive axe; so big that it was a wonder Lars could 
even lift it. 

"What's so funny?" Lars demanded. 

"Nothing" said James, struggling to keep a straight face. "Uh, so where are the others?" 

Lars peeped round the corner and nodded. "They're just coming, they had some monsters to deal with" he said. 
Sure enough, Junior came into view, stumbling a little as he was wearing Merlins' robes and they were too long 
for him. 


"m here!" he said. "Hi James". 


"Hi Junior" said James. Suddenly a thought hit him. It was as if the thought had become a banana and toffee 
pie and had splatted right on his head. 


if we're all us but dressed as the Gauntlet characters, does that mean Roxie will be wearing am outfit lke Thyra? 


The thought was so alarming to James, that he felt his face growing hot with what was obviously sheer 


terror. 


A figure came racing round the corner. A figure wearing a skimpy leather bikini. A figure with a flat chest and 
long, curly black hair. 


"Hurry up Kirk, we've got tons of monster to kill" exclaimed Lars. 


"ARRRRRRRRGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!" yelled James, sitting bolt upright in bed. The dungeon faded into his and 
Cliff's room. Eddie jumped off the bed, growling at being woken up in such a noisy manner. Cliff stirred and 
yawned, wriggling into a sitting up position 


"You OK Jamie?" he asked. 


"Y-yeah" James gasped, his eyes scanning the room to make sure the horrible image wasn't real. "I uh, just 


had a bad dream, that's all" 
"Bummer" said Cliff. "Bad dreams suck Wanna talk about it?" 

"No, im trying to forget i said James. Eddie jumped back on the bed and began washing himself 
"Now we're awoke, let's go and get breakfast" Cliff suggested. "Thatll help you forget the dream’ 


"Good idea" said James, realising that he was hungry. He petted Eddie; rubbing him behind the ears. "Sorry | 
scared you little guy. Are you coming down for breakfast too?" 


As he dressed, James cast his mind back over the years. He remembered their, or rather Lars' first 
computer. It was Christmas 198l, before he had met Cliff or Kirk James had spent Christmas with Lars and his 


family, in Denmark. 


James could remember that Christmas morning clearly: the living room with its huge Christmas tree that 
nearly reached the ceiling, the roaring log fire in the grate, the snowflakes floating down outside, settling like a 
white cushion on the windowsills and most exciting of all..the heap of presents under the tree. Lars and James 
both had some really great presents but the one that Lars was mostly excited about was a huge one that 
was hidden underneath the others. Lars had told James the night before that a hidden present was usually the 
"big" present. 


"Now remember, you must share it with James" Lars! Mom had said. "You must let him play with it as much 


as you do". 

"| will do but what is it?" Lars has asked eagerly. 

"Well, open it and see" Lars' Dad had laughed. So Lars (and James) had torn the wrapping paper off and 
underneath had been a box with a picture of a computer on. Lars had made James jump by screaming with 


excitement when he saw what the present was. 


"A computer! A REAL computer! Mom, Dad, thanks!" Lars had hugged his parents, then rushed back over to 
the box. Sinclair ZX8I was written on the top and Personal Computer on the side. 


Lars and James opened the box and took out the computer. It was glossy black, with white membrane keys and 
the words ZX8I written in red on the top. There was also a set up manual, the power connecting leads and plug 


and some accessories that Lars and James admired. 


"Look at this big book of games!" Lars said, holding up a hefty paperback. "We can type them in and then play 


them, just like that. All free games with no arcade machine guzzling up our quarters". 


"And here's a memory pack" said James, picking up a black rectangle. "Ha, lb kb! Think of the games that can 


run", 


"The ZX8I can also handle floating point numbers, so that will be very helpful for your schoolwork" Mr Ulrich 
said to Lars. 


"Dad! Don't talk about school on Christmas Day" Lars groaned and Mr Ulrich laughed. 


"Look Lars, here's a TV lead, so you can connect it to the TV" said James. "You don't need a special monitor, 


like with some computers". 


"Great" said Lars. "We can take it upstairs and try it out on my TV in my room". He looked over at his mom. 


"Can we Mom, please?" 
"Of course. That will keep you and James out of the way while | prepare Christmas dinner" Lars' Mom teased. 


James and Lars had carefully packed all the equipment back into the box and then carried it upstairs. They set 
the ZX8I up on the floor in front of Lars' TV. Lars plugged the TV lead in and James then switched the TV on 


The screen was crackly and hissed and fizzed as monochrome lines rode up it. 


"We need to tune it" said Lars. "James, put it on channel 8 and turn the tuning knob". James did so and a 
minute later, the start up screen appeared. It was light grey with a black cursor flashing. 


‘Ooh, it's on!" said Lars. "I'm going to type something on the screen". He typed in his name and LARS appeared 


on the screen. 


"Cool!" said James. "Let me type my name now". Lars did so and James watched, fascinated as he pressed the 


keys and his name appeared on the screen. 
"IFs just like entering your name on a high score table at the arcade" said Lars. "What shall we do now?" 
"Let's type in a program". 


Of course, the first programs Lars and James tried weren't very sophisticated. First they got their names to 
scroll down infinitely. The they modified the program to say rude things about boys at their school and 
teachers that they didn't like. Then James became very daring and replaced that text with the words FUCK OFF 
so that it scrolled down the screen too. Lars laughed so much and so loud that his Dad called up the stairs to 


ask what he was making such a noise about. 
"Nothing Dad!" Lars had shouted back, while James had quickly switched off the TV, in case Mr Ulrich came in 


From those humble beginnings, Lars had progressed and become a very skilled games player. After the ZX8|, 
he had a Commodore Vic 20 in 1983 and then last year, the Metallica guys had saved up and bought a 


Commodore 64. The Commodore 64 was one of the best available computers for games playing and not 


surprisingly, that was what Lars used theirs most for. 


James came out of his daydream when he felt Eddie nudge his leg. He leaned over and petted him, rubbing 
behind his ears. James smiled to himself. If anybody could help him become a good enough gamer to beat 


Roxie, it would be Lars. 


Eight 


Ten minutes later, James and Cliff were dressed and in the kitchen, drinking orange juice and eating Cornflakes. 


Eddie was eating fresh biscuits from his bowl. His fluffy tail wagged as he crunched his breakfast happily. 


The door opened and Lars walked into the kitchen. "Morning Cliff and James" he said. He went over to the 
fridge and took the milk out. "Did you guys sleep well?" 


"Yep, thanks" said Cliff. 


"Me too" said James. Then he remembered his dream. He shuddered and turned his attention back to his 


Cornflakes. 


Lars sat down at the table with a bowl of Chocolate Pillows and a glass of milk. "Hey, guess what? | did dream 
about Gauntlet, just like Kirk guessed. Hahaha, how cool is that". 


James dropped his spoon in his dish with a splash. "Uhh, l-l did too. It wasn't a shared dream, was it? Did you 


see, uhm, Kirk in your dream?" 

“That's classified information’ said Lars, turning pink. 

"Ha, are we getting to the bottom of what yours was about now, James?" Cliff asked. 
"Shush" said James. 


"Nah, we weren't in my Gauntlet dream" said Lars. James sighed in relief. "Anyway, after breakfast, we'd 


better start your training. I'll put the Commy on and we can practise playing on some games like Gauntlet". 
"Ok" said James. He frowned. "Um, do you have any games like Gauntlet?" 


"I think | must have some like it" said Lars. "Well, maybe one or two". He wrinkled his forehead in thought. "Um, 


actually, no". 
"That's not much good then" James grumbled. 


"Yeah, it is" Lars insisted. "Even if you play different kinds of games, they'll help improve your reactions and 


concentration". 


"Well yeah, that's true | guess" said James. The guys finished their breakfasts, then while Cliff was washing up 
(it was his turn), Lars and James went into the living room. They found Kirk in there, snuggled up on the 
settee, watching an old black and white film. James eyed him up, pleased to see that he was wearing a nice, 


normal dressing gown. 


"Morning Kirk" said Lars. "Hey, aren't you going to get some breakfast?" 
"Ugh, don't talk so loud" Kirk groaned. "And no, I'm not. | don't think I'll ever eat again". 


“Somebody has a hangover" James sniggered. Kirk gave him the middle finger. Lars went over to the TV and 


seeing the adverts were on, he unplugged the aerial 
"Hey, | was watching that moviel" Kirk howled 

"Watch it on the portable. | need the TV for the Commy" said Lars 

"But that's a black and white TV! 

"Kirk, the film was in black and white" said Lars. James snorted and Kirk glared at him 
"You two are horrible to me!" 


"Ah, you love us really" said Lars, kissing Kirk on the cheek. Kirk gasped and while he was flustered, Lars 


plonked the portable TV on the coffee table in front of him. 
"There, now I'm being nice to you". 
"Be even nicer and plug it in" Kirk asked hopefully. 


Lars did so. James unpacked the Commodore and took the box of games out from under the sideboard. Cliff 


came into the living room and sat down next to Kirk. 
"How's it going?" he asked Lars. 


"We're just getting there" said Lars, switching on the computer. The TV screen turned blue with a light blue 


border and the welcome greeting appeared. 


"James, it's time for your training to begin" said Lars. 
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Lars took a game out of the box and put it in the disk drive. James stared at the game box and frowned. 


"Pac-man?" 


"Pac-man is a classic" said Cliff. 


"Yeah but, isn't it a bit old now?" said James. "Will | get better at playing games if | practise on a really old 


one?" 

"Trust me, | know what l'm doing" said Lars. When James still looked doubtful, Lars explained more. 

‘I'm gonna watch you play Pac-man and determine your natural game playing strengths and weaknesses". 
"You can tell that from watching me play Pac-man?" 


"Yep, | sure can". The title screen appeared and Lars handed the joystick to James. "Go on now buddy. Don't 
think about anything else, just play". 


James took the joystick, still doubtful but willing to trust Lars. He moved Pac-man around the maze, eating 
dots and avoiding the ghosts. From somewhere to his left, he heard the sound of soft footsteps. James’ eyes 
wandered towards the source of the noise. Eddie had entered the room and was strolling over towards him. 


Would he try and get on James’ lap and interrupt his game? 

"No Eddie, Uncle James is busy" said Lars, scooping up the puppy. "Go and sit with Uncle Kirk and Uncle Cliff". 
Lars popped Eddie onto the settee. James turned his attention back to the game but it was too late. He was 
backed into a corner and got bitten by a ghost, losing a life. 


"Shit!" he swore. 


‘Its OK James, just concentrate" said Lars. James nodded and continued his game. His eyes followed the ghosts 
as he tried not only to avoid them but also to plan ahead and see where they were heading. He wasn't going to 
get trapped again. 

James smiled as he cleared level one. "Good" said Lars impressed. "Keep going dude, you're doing fine’. 

"OK" said James. On level two, the ghosts were a little faster and the power pills didn't last quite as long but 
James was prepared for that. He managed to get to level three without losing another life. He could hear the 
adverts on the TV behind him. There was an advert for shampoo on. A silly jingle played and the lady talking 
about the shampoo had a high-pitched, annoying voice. 

“Shinylocks is the BEST shampoo you can buy. If YOU love YOUR hair, then Shinylocks is the shampoo for youl” 
"James, pay attention, you nearly got eaten then" said Lars. 


"Yeah teacher, I'm trying" said James. "But that lady is putting me off". 


"What lady?" 


"The one on the TV. Oh shit!" James hadn't been watching where he was going and had run straight into a 
ghost, losing his second life. 


"Damn it, I'm dead again!" he yelled. 

"James, concentrate on the game" said Lars. 

‘I'm trying but the TV put me off". 

"It's OK James, the movie is back on now’ Kirk called over. 

"Good! | hope there won't be any people with annoying voices in it" said James. "That lady squawked like a 
parrot". Kirk laughed and this started James off laughing too. They laughed so much, it culminated in James 
losing his last life. 

"Oh assholes!" he said, still giggling as he put the joystick down. 

"Never mind dude, you got to level three" said Cliff. "That's not bad". 


"Yeah, true" said James. He looked over to Lars. "OK, go on then, lets have your analysis". 


"Right" said Lars, in a businesslike tone. "Your reactions are good. Your forward planning is good. Your ability to 
keep playing and get back into things after losing a life is good too". He paused and shook his head. 


"Your main problem is your concentration. You let yourself get distracted too easily. 
"That's not my fault" James protested. "Eddie and that dumb advert put me off". 


"Yeah but you need to learn to block stuff like that out" Lars said. "Imagine we're at the arcade next Friday 


and somebody has a dog and it comes over to you for a fuss". 
"Yeah" said James, as he thought about what Lars was saying. “I get what you mean now". 

"Good, so that means you gotta learn not to be distracted’ said Lars. He smiled at James and patted his 
shoulder. "Don't worry buddy. We can help you with that!" 
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As Metallica had a show that night, they didn't have a lot longer to play computer games. They practised their 


songs, old and new for the rest of the morning and after dinner too. The show went really well; Metallica 


played without making any mistakes and the crowd was large but not rowdy. After they had finished playing, a 


lot of fans hung about, wanting their photos taken with Metallica and some wanted autographs too. By the time 
Metallica got home, it was nearly midnight and James was too sleepy to play computer games again. Lars was 
too and he said that they would have their second lesson the following afternoon, 

Sunday afternoon arrived and after a decent lie in bed and a good dinner of pizza and chips, James was all fired 
up and ready to play games and play them well. He and Lars went into the living room, to get the Commodore 
b4 ready. Just as Lars was setting it up, there was a knock at the door. 

"James, go and see you that is, will ya?" Lars asked. 

"Sure" said James. He went to the door and was surprised to see Dave and Junior there. 

"Hi guys" he said. "Come on in. | didn't know you were coming round". 


"Yeah, Lars invited us" said Dave. "He said something about helping you train". 


"Uh, yeah" said James, wondering what Lars was cooking up. He led Dave and Junior into the living room. "Yeah, 


l'm trying to get really good at computer games but Lars said my concentration is lacking, so | need to build it 


up". 


"Oh good, you're here" said Lars to the Megadeth guys. "Make yourselves comfy, Kirk and Cliff will be here in 
a minute; they're getting beer from the kitchen’. 


“Awesome, free beer" said Dave. He and Junior sat down. "So, what are we going to be doing to help James?" 
"When he plays on a game, we have to do things to try and distract him’ Lars said. 
"What kinds of things?" Dave asked. "I could stand by the TV and wiggle my ass in front of him". 


"No!" Lars exclaimed, while James and Junior laughed. "It's gotta be subtle stuff. You wouldn't catch something 
like that happening at the arcade". 


"| dunno about that, not when Dave's had a few beers" Junior giggled 


"0i, behave, you" Dave scolded him. Junior assumed an innocent expression. Just then, Kirk and Cliff walked in, 


armed with a couple of six packs. They sat down and shared the beer out. 


"OK, so James is gonna play on Donkey Kong and you guys have to do distracting stuff" Lars said. "Just talk, 
laugh, say dumb things, put the radio on’. 


Dave nudged Junior. "This is gonna be hilarious" he said in a low voice. 
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"Right, let's go" said Lars. James pressed the fire button and his game started. Kirk fussed Eddie, Junior asked 
Cliff a question about his new bass and Lars began telling Dave about their show last night. James shut out all 
their voices, concentrating only on the game before him. He guided Mario across the screen, jumping the 
barrels that rolled towards him. 


"No Eddie, you can't go over to Uncle James, he's busy" Kirk said. 


James felt his mind beginning to drift, what if Eddie came over? Then he pushed the thought away. 
Concentrate! The guys wont let Edde disturb me. Kirk is just saying it to try and distract me. 


James made it to the top of the screen and saved the princess He beamed, especially when he heard Lars call 


out to him. "Nice one James! You're doing well, keep at it". 


Yeah! James thought. / can do this, its a piece of cake. Level two came on and he moved Mario along, jumping 


the barrels once more. 


"l'm going to read the newspaper" said Dave in a loud voice. "Ooh, look Junior! Look who is on page 3. It's Roxiel 


Hell, she's got a nice pair of knockers". 


James dropped the joystick, scrambled to his feet and rushed over. "Lemme see!" he yelled, while Dave tried to 
hold the paper away from him. James tugged the paper off him and turned to page 3. 


"That's not Roxie!" he said, while Dave and Junior roared with laughter. Lars groaned and covered his eyes. 


"James! You fell for that hook line and sinker. You left your game! You ACTUALLY abandoned poor Mario. Just 
to look at boobs!" 


"Be fair dude, he did think they were Roxies' boobs" Cliff said reasonably. James stood there spluttering, while 
Dave and Junior were crying tears of laughter. 

sledgehammer!" 

"Aww, come on Lars, we had to test him properly" Junior laughed. 

"Yeah!" said Dave. "What if Roxie gets her boobs out during the final game?" 


"She'll be playing as well Dave, she won't have chance to get ‘em out, she'll need both hands on the joystick!" 


Lars exclaimed. 


"| bet she'd much rather have both her hands on James’ joystick" Dave sniggered. 


"Now that's quite enough!" Lars scolded, sounding like a strict headmaster. He took the paper and stuffed it into 
the sideboard. Then he steered an incredibly red James back over to the Commodore. James was SO 
embarrassed, he hadn't even been able to begin to defend himself. He sat down with a bump and picked the 
joystick up. 


‘lm, uh, ready again now" he muttered. 

"Good" said Lars. "And this time, don't abandon your game". 

James nodded reverently and pressed fire. He felt the only way to get rid of his embarrassment was to have 
a really good game and get a superb high score. He could worry about protesting that he didn't fancy Roxie 
later. 

The guys returned to chatting about normal things and James settled back in the game. He beat level one. He 
nearly died a couple of times but beat level two OK. Level three began and James focused on the barrels 
rolling towards Mario. 


"Let's put the radio on" said Kirk. There was a soft click and the buzzing sound as the radio powered up. 


"Find something good to listen to dude" said Cliff. Kirk turned the tuning knob and snatches of music piped on 
and off. 


"That one!" yelled Dave, as Disco Inferno came on. 
"| didn't know you liked disco?" said Kirk 


"No but we can dance to it! Come on Kirky" James heard Kirk laugh and he couldn't help but peep over his 
shoulder. Dave had pulled Kirk up off the settee and they were dancing to Disco Inferno. Junior and Cliff were 


laughing and Lars appeared to be torn between laughing and annoyed. 


Uh on, concentrate on the game! James scolded himself. He turned back to face the TV but it was difficult. He 
could hear the song playing and the sound of Dave and Kirk dancing round the room. They were even singing 


along to it. 
"Burn baby burn" Kirk sang. "Burn baby burn, disco inferno’. 


"Damn Kirky, you've got some hot moves there" said Dave. James peeped to look again, just in time to see 


Dave reach round Kirk and grab his ass. Kirk squealed and Lars scowled. 


"Oi, hands off that ass Dave!" he yelled. 


James started laughing; Donkey Kong totally forgotten. Dave pulled Kirk close to him, as if he was going to kiss 
him. Lars switched off the radio and dived in between the two guys, pushing them apart. 


"Ooh, Lars is jealous" Dave chuckled 

‘Its not that, you've distracted James again!" said Lars, though his red face suggested otherwise. 
"Awww, come on Lars" said Kirk, putting his arms around the drummer. "I'm all yours, you know that". 
"Gross!" James exclaimed. "So you two are an item?" 

"James, you should be playing Donkey Kong, not speculating on mine and Kirk's relationship" Lars scolded. 
"Speculating? Shit Lars, he's just admitted it in front of me" James snickered. 


"You were right Lars" said Cliff, taking a drag of his joint. "James' concentration is terrible". 


Nine 

Monday evening arrived and after they had all finished work and had tea, Metallica made their way to 
Cascades. "We need some real practise at Gauntlet’ Lars was saying, as they walked along the pavement. "It's 
all very well training at home but we need to get in as much practise on the actual game as possible". 


"What if Roxie is there, practising too?" Kirk asked nervously. 


"Nah, she won't be, she has a show tonight" said Lars. "Also remember, we arranged what nights to be here 


and our nights are Monday and Wednesday". 
‘Oops, yeah, | remember now" said Kirk 


Soon reaching Cascades, the guys went inside and headed over to the Gauntlet cabinet. They were pleased to 
see that nobody else was playing Gauntlet. 


"Great, let's hope we get a good, long play before some other guys want a go" said Lars. He turned to look at 


his friends. "Remember Cliff, you're Junior and Kirk, you're Roxie” 
"Uh, | thought we were Merlin and Thyra?" said Kirk 


"Yeah, that's your characters but you have to pretend to be Junior and Roxie, to make it more realistic’ Lars 


explained. 
"How do we do that though?" Kirk asked. 
"Geez Kirk, use your imagination" said Lars. "Act like Roxie, OK". 


Metallica put their quarters into the machine and started the game. James felt a rush of adrenaline as they 
began. He was determined not to let anything distract him this time. 


The first few levels were easy, as Metallica were used to Gauntlet by then and knew where the generators, 
keys and traps were. Lars still yelled a lot and insisted on getting to all the keys first but James was used to 
that, so it didn't bother him. 


"Level six" said Lars. "Let's kick some ass. And Kirk and Cliff, start acting like Roxie and Junior. You're not being 


them. Get into their parts". 
"Dude, I'm not exactly sure | wanna get into Juniors’ parts" said Cliff. 


"Ah, you know what | mean" said Lars. 


OK, I'll try" said Cliff. The lads continued to play. James felt as if he was doing really well; he was shooting lots 
of monsters and avoiding being hit by them. Then Cliff spoke to him. 


"| was just thinking, Dave is so hot, isn't he". 
"Huh?" said James, startled. He risked a glance at Cliff, who had a dreamy expression on his face. 


"He is! | love his gorgeous hazel eyes and the way his lip curls when he is taking the pee outta somebody. 
Every time | see him, | just wanna caress his beautiful red hair and kiss his soft lips" said Cliff. 


"What the hell Cliff? Are you drunk or stoned?" James gasped. 
‘lm being Junior" Cliff said with a grin. "And you've lost your concentration again". 


"Shit, yeah!" James growled. He quickly focused on Gauntlet and was relieved to see that he hadn't been hit 


once. 


| covered your ass there" said Lars severely. "I protected you from monsters. But | WON'T be able to do that 


in our big game on Friday". 

"Thank Lars and | will stay focused now" said James. He blasted some more monsters out of the way and when 
Lars headed into the exit, James stayed behind for a minute to fight more and increase his score. As he was 
running for the exit, however, a thought occurred to him. 


"Hang on a minute, does Junior fancy Dave then?" 


"Of course | do, hehehehehehe" said Cliff in a voice that was disturbingly like Junior's. "Dave is so sexy and hot, 


| dream about him every night". 


"Ahem!" said a familiar voice from behind. Cliff, Kirk and James all looked round. They saw Dave standing there, 


arms folded across his chest and one eyebrow raised. 


"Hi Dave" said Cliff, his eyes big and a shy grin on his face. "I was just telling James how much | uhh, admire 


you". 

"Cliff.why the fuck are you taking off Junior?" said Dave. 
"None of you guys are concentrating" Lars whined. 

"So he does fancy you then?" James exclaimed. 


"Sure | do" said Cliff, giggling in a daft manner. Dave looked totally perplexed. 


"You guys are all dying!" Lars yelled. "Kirk's just snuffed it and James' health is really low". 
Junior came trotting over, carrying a can of cola and a beer. 
"Hey Dave, here's your beer" he said, giving Dave the glass. 


"Look Dave, it's me" said Cliff, giving Junior a big, winning smile. "Hello me, meet the real me". 
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"OK, so that's what we were doing" Lars explained. He was standing in front of the Gauntlet cabinet and his 


other band members, Dave and Junior were sitting around the nearby table. Lars had explained how he had 
tried to get Cliff and Kirk to pretend to be Junior and Roxie and act in character. "I thought it would make the 


game more authentic" he said. "But James got distracted AGAIN". Lars gave James a stern look. 
"Cliff and Kirk did too" said James at once. 
"Dave made us" Kirk and Cliff both said. 


"Shit, you guys sound like you're in kindergarten" Lars grumbled. "OK, so now Junior is here, we have three 


original players so that should help a lot". 

"Ah, do | still need to pretend to be Junior then?" Cliff asked. 

"No, ‘couse not" said Lars impatiently. 

"Awww!" said Cliff in mock disappointment. "And | was doing such a good job too". 

"Would it annoy Junior if | agreed" said Dave. Junior poked him in the ribs. "Ouch, yes, it would do". 


Lars drained his beer glass. "Come on guys, let's have another go" he said. James and Junior got up but Kirk 


made a face. 

"Awww, | don't wanna be Thyra again!" 

I'll be her" Dave offered. 

"Yeah" said Junior eagerly. "Then you can play with me". 


"Good" said Kirk, sitting back down and reaching for his beer. Cliff lit another joint and settled back to watch 
the game. 


"Don't forget Dave, you have to act like Roxie" said Lars. 

"| can do that" said Dave, a wicked grin on his face. 

"Who do | have to act like?" Junior asked. 

‘Nobody, dumbass" said Lars. 

"Oi, don't call him dumbass or l'll hang you off your joystick by the back of your briefs" Dave warned. 
"Steady on Dave, you don't have to act like Roxie until you start playing" said Lars. 

"I know that, I'm warning you to be nice to Junior" said Dave. 


‘lm always nice to everybody!" said Lars. James rolled his eyes and Dave made a snorting sound. The guys fed 


their quarters into the machine and the game started. 

As they played, James knew that he was improving even more. However, he mentally reminded himself not to 
become over confident. After all, | don't know how much practise Roxie has had. She could still be better than 
me. | must keep playing and doing my best. 

"You're so sexy James" Dave said suddenly. "I can't wait to go out with you". 

"W-what?" James stammered, alarmed. 

"lm being Roxie" Dave giggled. "I've gotta act like her, haven't |". James (and Junior) both sighed with relief. 
"Um, yeah, it just sounded weird, coming from you" said James. "Carry on". He kept his eyes fixed on the 
screen. They were on level six and he could see the exit but it was hidden behind a wall. Lars hadn't mentioned 
the key yet so James guessed he didn't know where it was. James kept his eyes open for a key, even as he 


shot the many monsters that lumbered towards him. 


| can't wait for our date" Dave said gleefully. "We should go to the movies and sit in the back row. Then we 


can make out, without anybody seeing us". 


James had a sudden vision of himself and Dave at the pictures, kissing passionately. He wasn't sure whether it 


was less or more disturbing than the dream he had had where he'd seen Kirk in a leather bikini. 
"Shut up Dave, you're putting me off" he growled. 


"Haha, I'm supposed to, remember" Dave laughed. 


Must concentrate! James told himself. Lars found the key and removed the wall so that the guys could all 


reach the exit. Level seven began. 

"We're doing pretty well now" Lars said "Remember you guys, don't shoot any food’. 

"I haven't shot any in ages" James said proudly. 

The guys continued to play but Dave died first, as he hadn't practised as much as the others and also he'd 
had a couple of beers and his reactions weren't as fast. "Oh assholes, I'm dead" he said, sounding pretty 
cheerful. "How can | amuse myself? | know, I'll get in some practise for our date". Dave snuck up behind James 
and flung his arms around him. 


"Shit, Dave, let go of mel" James swore, squirming about as Dave hugged him. 


| can't, | fancy you too much" Dave smirked. He began nuzzling James’ hair. James yelped and tried to push 


him away from behind. Junior started giggling and Lars gave Dave a stern glance. 
"Dave, stop it, you're not meant to grab James! He can't play at all if you're hugging him". 
"Shut up you little cocksucker or I'll cut off your balls and drop kick them into orbit" Dave yelled. 


"You're not playing Gauntlet now, you don't have to act like Roxie any more" said Lars, who was moving 


towards a key he had just spotted. 

"Awww! It was fun being Roxie" said Dave. 

"Wait! You mean she really says stuff like what you just said to Lars" Junior said. 
"Yeah, she does" said James wryly. 

"And you're gonna be going out with her soon" said Junior, his eyes wide. 

"Hey! Have some faith in me, can't ya?" James said. 


| would James but look..".Junior pointed to the cabinet screen. James swore. His health was very low; under 


50 points. He raced round after food but there wasn't any left and he died just before getting to the exit. 


"Ah bummer, you're dead" Dave said. "Oh well, let's make the best of it. Wanna find a nice quiet corner and 


make out?" 


"Dave!" yelled James, Lars and Junior all at once. 


Ten 


Despite the general silliness that occurred on Monday, by mid-week, all of James’ friends were helping him 
train properly. Lars proclaimed the "Distraction training" a waste of time and they just concentrated on playing 
games as much as possible. As it was Roxie's turn to practise at Cascades on Tuesday evening, James and 
Lars played games on the Commodore at home. On Wednesday, they spent the evening at Cascades, playing 
Gauntlet and on Thursday, during their dinner break, James and Dave went to Cascades to get more practise in 
then. Dave played seriously with James then and as they walked back to their workplaces, James really felt 
that he was progressing. 


"Level Il and you got a score of 65,536" said Dave. "I reckon you've got this bet in the bag". 


When he got home that evening, James was surprised when Lars told him they were all off to the pictures. "I 
picked up the tickets at dinner time" Lars said. "Don't worry about paying for yours; it's a treat off me". 


"Thanks" said James. "But, don't we need to practise more computer games?" 
"Nah, not tonight. You'll get overgamed and burn out for tomorrow. Tonight, you're having a night off". 


"Cool" said James, who, even though he loved computer games, felt like a break from them would be really 


good. "What movie are we gonna see?" 
"Space Invaders - The Movie" said Lars. 


"Good night off" snorted James. 
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Luckily for James, the film wasn't really like the computer game. As the game itself was very simple (but 
playable), a lot of new stuff had been added to make the film interesting. There were various characters (both 
human and alien) and a detailed storyline but with plenty of action too. Metallica ate popcorn and drank cola and 


milkshakes and James soon forgot all about the big game of Gauntlet that he faced the next day. 


After the film finished, the guys caught a taxi back to their apartment. Lars talked none stop about the film; 
he had enjoyed it very much. 


"Lars, stop to breathe won't you" Kirk grumbled, after he had tried to ask James how he was feeling and Lars 


had kept chatting. 


"I can breathe through my nose and talk at the same time" Lars replied. 


"No you can't, that's impossible! Isn't that impossible Cliff?" 
"Nah, can't be, Lars is doing it" said Cliff. 


"Ha, I'm surprised that Lars was watching the movie" James chuckled. "I'd have thought him and Kirk woulda 


been making out the whole time". 
"They don't need to, they've got the privacy of their bedroom back home" Cliff pointed out. 


"Shush, you guys" said Kirk at once. James smirked and looked to see if Lars was annoyed. Lars grinned back at 
him. 


"Actually, we should have done" he said. "It would have given you tips for when you go out with Roxie". 


James stuck his middle finger up at Lars. 
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Back at the apartment, Metallica were quite tired. They fed Eddie, then had a band practise for half a hour, 
then headed up to their beds. James was surprised that he was so sleepy. "Usually I'm the last one to go to 
bed" he muttered. 

"Your body must know you need the rest so you'll be fresh for the big game tomorrow" said Cliff. 

"Yeah" James agreed. He and Cliff said goodnight to Lars and Kirk, then they went into their bedroom. They 
undressed and got into bed. James snuggled down, pulling his eiderdown around him as it was a bit chilly. He 
was pleased that Eddie was sleeping on his bed because their puppy was nice and warm to put his feet around. 
"Hey Jamie?" Cliff said in a whisper. 

"Yeah?" 

"You nervous about tomorrow?" 

James hesitated. "Will you take the pee if | say yes?" 


"No 


"Yes then" James admitted. "I'm really nervous". 


Cliff reached out and patted James' shoulder. "Try not to worry dude" he said. "Just do your best and 
everything will be OK". 


"| hope so" said James, though he did sound a bit more optimistic. 


| know so" Cliff said. He patted James again, then settled down into his bed. There was peaceful silence for a 
few moments, then Cliff spoke again. 


"Say Jamie..if you do lose, where are you gonna go out with Roxie?" 


There was no reply. Cliff listened carefully and he heard James snoring. 


Ha, he was really tired Cliff thought. Cliff closed his eyes and soon, he too, was fast asleep. 
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James awoke the next morning with a new found confidence. He had slept really well and hadn't had any 
Gauntlet related (or Roxie related) dreams at all. He was bright and chirpy when he went down for breakfast 
and ate a big plate of bacon, eggs and fried bread without a problem. 

"You mind you don't throw that all back up at work" said Lars. 

"| won't do" said James. "I usually have a real breakfast like this, not like Kirk's sheep food". 

"Its muesli" Kirk said, looking up form his bowl. 


"And farmers feed it to their sheep, to give them lovely healthy coats" said James. "Even Eddie won't eat it". 


Cliff cut in before Kirk could reply. "I think Lars means that if you get nerves later on, it might make you feel 
sick" he said. 


"l'Il be OK, really" James insisted. 


However, come James’ dinner break at work, his nerves woke up and he couldn't eat a thing. He sat outside 


with Dave, shaking his head. 


"Come on James, you need to eat something" Dave said. His eyes wandered down to James’ packet of 


sandwiches. "Before | beg it off you and eat it". 


"You can have it" said James. "| can't eat nothing’. 


"That's a double negative". 

James screwed up his nose at Dave. 

"Shit James, you must be nervous, you didn't even yell at me then" he said. 

"If | yell, my mouth will open too wide and I'll throw up all over you" said James. 

Dave picked up a cheese sandwich and took a bite out of it. 

"Let's go for a walk around the factory" he said. "That'll settle your nerves". 

James wasn't sure whether it would or not but he agreed to go with Dave. They set off, Dave still eating 
James' sandwiches. They went out through the main gates and followed the walls round. The air smelt fresher 
outside the factory and James began to feel a little more relaxed. 

Then, as they were passing a corner shop, who should come out but Roxie. James gasped and tried to hide 
behind Dave but it was too late. Roxie didn't speak; instead she smiled at them and when James caught her 
eye, she drew her finger across her throat. It took all of James’ willpower to not run off in the opposite 
direction. Roxie strolled off and James gave Dave a stricken look. 

"Don't sweat it James, she'd just trying to psyche ya out" said Dave. 


"She's gonna cut my freaking head off!" 


Dave raised his eyebrows. "I thought she was gonna shag you". He finished off the last sandwich. "Unless she's 
gonna shag you THEN chop your head off. Kinda like a praying mantis". 


"Dave, shut up!" James cried, beside himself with fear. 
"Calm down buddy, l'm kidding" grinned Dave. "Don't lose your head". 


James fainted right there and then. 


Eleven 


Five thirty, Friday evening. Metallica, Dave and Junior were standing outside Cascades. James stood, hands in 
pockets and breathing calmly. Since his panic at dinner time, James had regained some of his confidence and 
was now at a comfortable middle ground. He looked round at his friends. Cliff was smoking a joint. Junior and 


Lars looked excited. Kirk was fiddling with a button on his shirt. Dave had just finished a can of beer and he 
chucked the can into a nearby dustbin It hit the side with a clang, making Kirk jump. 


"Are you ready to go James?" Lars asked. 

"Yes" said James. He took a deep breath. "Let's do it". 

"Do what?" Kirk gasped. 

"Play Gauntlet, of course. What did you think | meant? NO, don't answer that" James added on quickly. 

The guys trooped inside the arcade. It was the same as ever: same machines bleeping and playing 8 bit tunes, 
same gaudy lights, same smell of cola and sweets. Everything was normal. James felt surprised, then reminded 
himself that it was supposed to be like that. After all, it wasn't as if anybody else knew about the contest. 
There wasn't going to be crowds cheering on the different players, brass bands, hot dog sellers and banners. 
James brushed his hair off his forehead and followed Lars through the crowds of people, heading towards the 


Gauntlet machine. 


"Say, wouldn't it be funny if some guys were playing on Gauntlet and they played on it all night, until Cascades 
shut and you guys had to cancel the big game" Dave remarked. 


"NO!" James, Lars and Junior all said. 

There were a couple of guys playing Gauntlet but by the time James and his mates had bought their beers 
and colas, the guys had finished and gone to play a different game. Lars put his quarter on the cabinet and 
hovered round, making sure nobody else came to play. The other guys sat down by their favourite table, 
opening their cans of cola and beer ready. James checked his watch. 

"Twenty to six" he said. 

"What time is Roxie coming?" Junior asked. 

"She said quarter to six but girls are always late, so probably she'll be here about six". 

"You know, it's a good job | fancy you James! Any other guys who would have make a crack like that about my 


timekeeping would be nursing a black eye" said a familiar voice behind James. He jumped nearly out of his seat, 


Kirk knocked his glass of cola flying and Lars caught it with the skill of Peter Shilton 


"Ha, didn't spill a drop! You owe me one Kirky!" 

Junior jumped too but that was more with excitement. "Yeah, we're gonna play! Wish me luck Dave!" He hugged 
Dave, then scrambled up from his seat and hurried over to the cabinet. Lars joined him and they beckoned 
James and Roxie like the Guardians of Hades. 

"Remember, all those keys are mine!" said Lars. 

"And James' ass is mine" said Roxie". 

"And Daves" Junior said gleefully. "Mine, | mean Not yours, Roxie. Sorry” 


"What the hell?" Dave spluttered. 


James gulped down his last drop of beer, stumped the glass down on the table with an ominous thud. Kirk 
whimpered. James approached the arcades cabinet like Clint Eastwood. Cliff took a drag on his joint. 


"Good luck Jamie" he said. 


James gave him the thumbs up. Then he turned back to the game. Lars, Junior and Roxie all had their 
quarters poised and ready. 


"Let do i..l mean play" said James. 


The quarters clinked as they tumbled into their respective slots. And the gameplay started. 
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The four characters entered the first level of the dungeon. Getting to the exit on level one was easy but 
James concentrated on shooting as many monsters as he could. Monsters meant points and James needed as 


many points as possible. 


However, Roxie seemed to realise what he was doing, as she also spent a bit of time killing monsters. Lars 


rushed over to the exit and jumped into it. "Come on guys" he yelled. "Let's get onto the tough levels. 


Junior, James and Roxie followed him. After all, messing about too much on earlier levels wasn't a good idea 
because their character's energy ticked down constantly. Higher level monsters were worth more points too. 
Level 2 began. James fired his bow at the monsters, aiming for the tougher ones. Let Junior take care of the 


easy meat and leave the getting of keys to Lars. It was a good strategy. 


Level 3 came and went. Then levels 4 and 5. James was surprised at how well he was able to concentrate. All 
background noises; the clink of beer and cola glasses, the low chatter of his buddies, the radio playing some 
rock song..it was kept firmly out of James’ mind. Now that the big game was here, his adrenaline had kicked in 
and yet, it was keeping him focused. 


Level 6. Even Lars was quiet, instead of doing his usual yelling. James felt grateful towards his little friend and 
made a mental note to buy him a beer afterwards. Junior fired his spells at the monsters and threw potions 
at the dreadful acid puddles. Roxie wasn't trying to psyche James out, rather she was concentrating one 


hundred percent on the game. 


Level 1, then onto level 8. James was on a roll. His confidence was full to the brim and like a pianist who had 
practised enough to know that he could play and wouldn't hit a wrong note, James fought and played on It was 
easy; he knew where to go, where to avoid, where the food was. 


Level 4. James wondered what the scores were. Was he in front of Roxie? He wanted to look but firmly 
resisted the temptation. He was in control. He didn't need to see the scores. He had practised and knew, he just 
knew he could do this successfully. 


Level 10. Now the game was getting harder. The dungeons were larger, the monsters tougher and there was 
less food about. James and his friends concentrated on their strategy, allowing the player with the least 
energy to get the food. As much as James wanted to beat Roxie, he wanted to do it fairly. Getting food if she 
needed it and he didn't would be very poor form. James was pleased to see that Roxie (and the others) 


reciprocated this favour because when he was lowest on energy on level Il, they allowed him to get the food 


first. 


Level I2 arrived and with it, tons more monsters. Now the players were getting into trouble. There were ninjas 
and acid puddles all around and thieves kept stealing the food. Lars was a little noisier now but James couldn't 
blame him for yelling at the thieves. He almost said a word not fit for Roxies' ears when he was close to a 
juicy ham and a thief stole it from under his nose. (Though James suspected Roxie said worse words than the 
one he was thinking of). 


The four of them made it to level 13 but they were in bad shape. James saw that he had only 94 energy 
points left. He began to feel nerves rising within. How was Roxie doing? Should he risk a glance as the part of 
the screen where her energy was? No! He would keep fighting. /f / look, it wont help me now James thought. Im 


gonna de soon anyway. 


Then Roxie cursed and her character vanished off the screen. The in game voice announced that she had died. 
James elation was short lived, as seconds later, he was grabbed by a rogue acid puddle and killed too. James 
felt his heart sink as he heard the voice synth announce Elf has died! His only thought was Was my score 
higher than Roxie's? 


Yet, they had made it to level 13; their highest level so far. Neither James or Roxie walked away from the 
cabinet. They stayed to watch Lars and Junior, both hoping that they could get to the yet unreached level 14. 


Alas, level 13 was just too difficult. Junior groaned as he was killed by a sorcerer and Lars played on valiantly. 


Lars' game was finally over as a ninja attacked him and stole his last few points of energy. 
"Ah, shit!" Lars cried "Asshole of a ninja!" 
That was it. It was all over. 


GAME OVER appeared on the screen 
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"Awww" sighed Lars. "We were that close to getting to level 14". He measured a tiny distance between his index 
finger and thumb. Junior patted him on the shoulder. 


"Hey, don't be down" he said. "We all played really well and that was the best we've done so far". 

"Yeah, you're right" Lars agreed and he smiled a little. "Next time, we'll hand level 13 its ass on a plate!" 
However, James wasn't thinking about their next game. He was waiting to know the high scores. The players 
had to enter their scores from left to right, so Lars went first, then Roxie, then Junior and finally James. 
James couldn't see what score Roxie was putting in because Lars and Junior were in the way. When it was his 
turn, Junior moved and smiled at him. 


"That was a great game, wasn't it" he said eagerly. 


"Yeah" said James, his voice coming out as more than a squeak. He stared at the screen. Elf; please enter your 
initials was written on it. Below that was his score, 40, 134. 


It was high. But, was it high enough? James moved the joystick, selecting the letters of his initials from the 
virtual qwerty keyboard. His heart was beating quickly and he had to pause to wipe his sweaty hands on his 
jeans. Surely he had beat Roxie. True, he had only survived a couple of minutes longer than her but surely, 
surely that was long enough to guarantee his score was higher. James felt that if Roxie's score was higher, 


he would sink through the floorboards with shame. 
James finished and pressed enter. 
Time seemed to have stopped. 


He had a sudden, horrible thought that Gauntlet had crashed or overheated and within seconds, the screen 
would fade and turn black Or maybe the message BREAK ERROR, READY would appear, like it did when a game 


crashed on the Commodore at home. 


Then the high score table came up. James stared at it feverishly, trying to take in the information 


3,238 - LIU 

92,543 - DAV 
90,134 - JAH 
90,546 - ROX 


James felt elation wash over him. He had done it. He was in third place..above Roxie. He had beaten her! 


He turned to face his game mates, trying not to look smug. He was determined to be a good sport about it. 


Nobody likes a bad winner he told himself. 


Lars was eyeing up the cabinet longingly, wanting to play again Junior looked pleased to be in second place. And 


Roxie looked very pleased too; oddly so, as she had lost the bet. 


"Good game" said James, holding out his hand for her to shake. "I uh, guess this means you gonna be buying 


me some beers now". 

Roxie shook James' hand. "Of course" she said innocently. "I'll buy you a couple when we go out on our date". 
James blinked, confused. "Um, what date?" 

"The date that we're going on cos you lost the bet". 


"| didn't!" James looked shocked. He glanced back at the Gauntlet screen. It was on the title screen but soon 


enough changed to show the high scores once more. "| beat you, look! I'm in third and you're fourth". 
"Ah yeah but that wasn't the bet" Roxie smirked. "What were the terms again?" 
"That | beat you on Gauntlet?" 


"Nope. That you WIN at Gauntlet. You needed to get first place to win the bet. Lars is in first place, so you 


lost". 


James stared at Roxie, then over to his friends. They all wore the exact same expression. An expression that 
told him he was in deep trouble. 


"lis that right?" James stammered. 


"Yep" said Lars. "Exactly right”. 


"100%" said Cliff. 

"You had to get first place to win the bet, not just beat Roxie" said Dave. 
"| told you to think out the terms carefully before accepting" Cliff added. 
James looked back at Roxie, then at the high score table. 


"Shit!" he said. 


Twelve 


James stood in front of the bathroom mirror, nervously checking to see if he looked smart. He had showered 
and washed and brushed his hair, put on his best jeans and new Iron Maiden t-shirt and had even washed his 


trainers. 


"Ok, | look alright. Well, | think | do" James muttered. "I'm clean and not scruffy". He heard the sound of a door 
opening and nearly jumped out of his skin. Was it Roxie? James went to the bathroom door and opened it just a 
little bit, peering round the jamb. The hallway was empty. Voices coming from Lars' room suggested that 
either he or Kirk had gone in and shut the door a bit too loud. 


James checked his watch. It was 18:46. Roxie was arriving at 19:00. He still couldn't believe that they were 
actually going on a date. Just thinking about it made him shiver with what was obviously terror. He thought 
about all the brave things he'd done in the past: going on a rollercoaster with seven loops, taking Dave on in a 
drinking contest, eating a meal Lars had cooked, which was called "Chill, pineapple and peppermint surprise’, 
having to rescue Kirk from two massive drunk blokes, who were somehow convinced he was a female lap 
dancer. Yet none of those things came close to how scared James was feeling now. His legs were wobbly, his 
heart was beating fast and his hands felt clammy and shaky. Heading back into the bathroom, James splashed 
cold water on his face and swilled his hands again. If Roxie did try to hold his hand, it wouldn't be nice for her 
if his hand felt like a wet mackerel. 


"Hey, James" said a voice behind him. James started and dropped the soap into the sink with a splash. He 
jumped backwards just in time to prevent the water from sloshing up and wetting the front of his shirt. 
Whizzing round, James was relieved to see Cliff standing there. He grinned weakly and rubbed his wet hands 
absently on his jeans. 

"How you feeling? Are you excited?" Cliff asked, a twinkle in his eyes. 


"If excited means the same as Either Going to Faint or Throw up, then yeah, l'm excited" James gulped. 


Cliff laughed and slapped him on the shoulders. "Relax dude, you'll be fine. Just act natural. Oh yeah and use 
the towel, OK". 


"The towel?" James gaped. Cliff handed him the towel off the door, a patient look on his face 
"You're making your jeans wet" 

"Ohhh, yeah". James dried his hands; rubbing them vigorously. 

"So, have you thought of any cool places to take Roxie?" Cliff asked 


James opened his mouth to reply but Lars appeared in the doorway and spoke before he could get a word out. 


"| still think you should take her to Cascades". 


"NO, Lars!" James said impatiently. "Geez, we've been there nearly all week, why the hell would we wanna go 


there again?" 


"To play video games! | didn't say Gauntlet" Lars added, holding up his hands as a gesture of innocence. James 


glared at him and Cliff ushered him out of the bathroom. 


"Go and keep Kirk busy, James'll think of something fine on his own" said Cliff, amiably enough but with a firm 
undertone. Lars trotted off and James sighed. 


"Thanks Cliff. Between him, Junior suggesting country fairs and Dave saying any place with good beer, | feel like 
I've joined the shittiest dating advice agency in the world!" 


| dunno man, a country fair would be pretty neat". 


"Yeah but we're in the middle of San Francisco!" A knock at the front door interrupted both lads. James stared 


in alarm, the towel slipping from his fingers and onto the floor. 


"That'll be Roxie now" said Cliff, stating the obvious. He hung the towel up and clapped James on the shoulders. 


"Go on Jamie, go and have a good time and best of luck". 


"Thanks" James squeaked. I'll NEED it! he thought fearfully. He left the bathroom and hurried along the hallway, 


trying to ignore the loud giggles emanating from Lars and Kirk's room. 


Oh great! | bet they're gonna start shagging and if ever Roxie wants to come in and she hears them! James 
thought. Wait, will she want fo come in? Or will she be ready to go? If | dont invite her in, will she get mad? If | 
do, will she think | wanna do something lke what Lars and Kirk are probably going to do very soon! James 
thoughts became faster and more frantic as he approached the door. Shit! Fuck, | STILL dont have any idea 


where we can go! 


James opened the door, his hand nearly slipping off the handle. There stood Roxie, grinning at him but to 
James’ surprise, looking just a little shy. She was dressed in black skinny jeans and her usual boots and (most 
noticeable to James) she was wearing the exact same Iron Maiden shirt as him. 


Thirteen 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks lots to Aggro and Shewolf for helping me with ideas for the next few chapters :) | was stuck with 
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James and Roxie stared at each other in surprise. James felt uncomfortable. Was Roxie going to get made 
because they had the same shirt on? Then she started to laugh and this made James laugh too. 


"Haha, | can see that you've got really good taste in music" Roxie said. 
"Yeah, Iron Maiden are one of my favourite bands" said James. 
"Cool" said Roxie. "Which is your favourite album by them?" 


Just then, there was a loud crash from inside, followed by somebody swearing loudly. James started and Roxie 


said "What was that?" 


Cliff appeared from one of the doorways. "You still here James? Hi Roxie! Its cool you guys, there's nothing to 
worry about. Lars just broke his bed’. As if to confirm this, Kirk's shrill voice could be heard rising up from 


their bedroom. 
"Shit Lars, | told you we shouldn't both have bounced on the bed at once!" 


James shuffled his feet awkwardly and Roxie looked as if she didn't know whether to laugh or not. Cliff gave 


them both a reassuring smile. 


"Go on you two, I'll handle Lars and Kirk". He went into Lars and Kirk's room and seconds later, James heard 
him burst out laughing. 
"| think Cliff's right" said Roxie. "Shall we go?" 


"Yeah" said James, nodding. He shut the front door and set off with Roxie down the apartment steps. Part of 
him was annoyed with Lars and Kirk for goofing about when they knew he had a date but part of him was 


grateful too, because their behaviour had distracted him and made him temporarily forget his nerves. 


James and Roxie exited the apartment building and gazed round the car park, blinking in the bright morning sun. 


Roxie turned to James. 


"So, where are we going?" she asked. 


"Um, I'm not sure" James muttered. Shit he thought. / knew I shoulda planned something out. 


"Where would you like to go?" he asked Roxie. She stared at him in surprise and James gulped, trying to hide 


his returning nerves. 
Great, now | look lke an idiot. This is gonna be a disaster, | just know it! 
"Uh, | can think of somewhere, just give me a minute" James said quickly. 


"Nah, it's not that" said Roxie, realising why James seemed uncomfortable. "I was surprised that you asked me 


where | wanted to go cus literally every guy I've dated up ‘till now has always picked first". 


Now it was James' turn to look surprised. Roxie isn't mad at me for being indecisive? She's pleased | didn't screw 


up! James gave ham a weak smile. 
"Uh, well that's kind of bossy, | guess. | think we should choose someplace together". 
"Yeah" said Roxie and she returned James’ smile. James let out a quiet breath of relief. 


This isn't so difficult after all! 
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Meanwhile, back at the Metallimansion, Cliff, Lars and Kirk were discussing what do to for the evening. 


"I think we should go out somewhere" said Cliff. "If James brings Roxie back here, they may want some private 


time". 

Kirk and Lars looked at each other and immediately began giggling. 

| rest my case" said Cliff. "So, what shall we do?" 

"| want to go to Cascades" said Lars at once. 

‘Lars, you'll turn into an arcade game soon" Cliff joked. 

"Good" said Lars. "Then | can play myself all day" 

‘Lars, do you realise how nearly obscene that sounds?" Kirk asked. Lars sniggered. 


"Well, | think I'm gonna go visit my Mom and Dad" said Cliff. "Ill take Eddie with me cos they like to see him’. 


"Ill go with Lars" said Kirk, who was receiving lots of nudges and determined glances from said drummer. 


"Cool, OK then" said Cliff. Twenty minutes later, Cliff had washed, changed and was all ready to go. Lars was 


doing up the laces on his trainers and Kirk was in the bathroom. 

"Do you and Kirk want a lift to Cascades?" Cliff asked Lars as he pulled his denim jacket on. 

"Nah, we're OK, thanks" said Lars. "Kirk's washing his hair and you know he takes ages". 

"Hey, | heard that!" Kirk shouted from the bathroom. Cliff and Lars both laughed. 

"Alright then. I'll catch you dudes later and have a good time" Cliff said. "Come on Eddie, let's go visit Gran and 
Granddad". Eddie bounced out through the door and Cliff followed him. Lars said bye and waited a few minutes 
until he heard the van leave. Then he got up off the settee and went towards the bathroom. 


"Hey Kirk" Lars called out, tapping on the door. "Have you finished yet?" 


"Yeah, just a sec’. The door opened and Kirk came out, vigorously rubbing his black curls dry with a fluffy 


towel. 

"There you go, bathroom's free now" he said. 

"| don't need to use it" Lars said, a naughty grin on his face. "| wanted to speak to you". 
"Uh huh?" 

“Cliff's gone now" Lars said. 

"Yeah, | heard the van leave. Um..so?" 


"So, we're not going to Cascades" said Lars. "We're gonna stay in and if James brings Roxie back here, we can 


see what they get up too". 


Kirk looked doubtful. "How do you mean? They'll probably go in James’ room and we won't see a thing. Unless 
you want to lie on the floor and try and peep under the door". 


"No, I've a much better plan than that" Lars giggled. "Let's go in our room and I'll show you". 


Fourteen 


After a quick discussion, James and Roxie decided to go to a nearby rock club. It was one that Roxie knew 
better than James and she told him that they usually had decent bands playing there, especially on a Saturday 
night. 

"It's good there, the drinks aren't too expensive and it's not full of assholes" Roxie explained to James. 

"Cool" said James, even as he racked his brains to try and think of something interesting to say. Shif, / bet 
Roxie thinks Im boring cos Im hardly talking. | wish | could be lke Lars and just falk none stop. Or maybe not. | dont 
think Roxie would wanna hear about most of the stuff Lars talks about. 

James was worrying so much about what to say to Roxie that he didn't even see the posters advertising the 
band that was playing there that night. They entered the club and James glanced round. It was already quite 
crowded and the customers were noisy but seemed to be in good spirits. Roxie took hold of James’ hand to 
lead him over to the bar (or perhaps it was just an excuse to hold his hand). Before James could respond, a 
familiar red-haired figure appeared from out of nowhere and greeted them. 


"Hey guys! Good to see you again’. 


"Uh, Dave?" said James. Dave hugged him tightly and Junior came trotting over. "Hi James, hi Roxie" he said 


shyly. 


"Hi" said Roxie. "That was a great game we had the other night, huh? Are you looking forward to playing 
tonight?" 


"Playing?" said James. Oh shit, not more computer games! 
"Yeah, didn't you see the posters?" Dave said. "We've got a show here tonight". 
"Ohh, you mean music" said James, relieved. "Oh yeah, | get you now, yeah". 


"Hahah, yeah, right" Dave sniggered. "You didn't notice that my awesome band was playing here tonight. Was 
something else distracting you instead?" 


"Don't be daft" said James, blushing. Roxie winked and him and Junior looked puzzled. 
"But James hasn't got any beer yet" he said to Dave. 


"Duh, Junior! Is your brain in standby mode tonight" Dave scoffed "Anyway, come on, we have to go set up 


our gear". He turned to James and Roxie. "See you guys later and make sure you headbang loads". 


"Bye James and Roxie" said Junior, giving them a cute smile. The Megadeth lads vanished into the crowd again. 


James stared after them for a minute, then Roxie grabbed his hand again 

"Come on, let's get some beer". 

James and Roxie bought a beer each, then found a table to sit at where they could see the stage. There were 
already a couple of amps up there and the drums were nearly set up too. Chris and Gar were fiddling about 
with a microphone, Junior was unravelling a long lead and Dave was tuning his guitar. 

Roxie nudged James. "So, is it true then?" she asked him. 

"Is what true?" 

"Dave and Junior. Are they an item?" 

James looked startled, then he giggled. "Ehm, | dunno. | mean, I'm not sure". 


"Oh come one!" Roxie said. "Dave's your buddy, you must know". 


"| don't, really". James looked over to the stage, where Dave was plugging in his guitar. "Dave doesn't talk about 


stuff like that". 

"What does he talk about then?" 

"Hm, guitars, beer, computer games if Junior or Lars are there too". 

"But not girls?" When James didn't reply immediately, Roxie poked him. "Ha, | knew it! He fancies Junior!" 


"| never said he didn't talk about girls" said James, who had started to laugh. "Wait, was that a double 


negative?" 
"Hm, | think so". Roxie drank some more of her beer. "How about Kirk and Lars then?" 


"Oh yeah, they're definitely an item" James snorted. He didn't let on to Roxie that he had only really found out 
a few days previously. Though | dd suspect for a bit he thought. "They make it so obvious, really!" 


"How do you mean?" Roxie asked. 


James blushed. "Um, well Lars is always hugging Kirk in public and sometimes he kisses Kirk too and Kirk 


doesn't yell at him. And they do stuff like that even when they're not drunk". 


"Hmm, we could make us really obvious too" said Roxie, moving her chair closer to James. 


"Y-yeah" stammered James, feeling his nerves rise again. "l-l.maybe we oughta wait until .." 


"Megadeth have a break after their first set" said Roxie, finishing the sentence for James. "Good idea cos 


they're gonna play now". Indeed, Dave was standing by the microphone, calling out greetings to the crowd. 


"Evening you fuckers!" he shouted. "Are you ready to bang your fucking heads?" James and Roxie quickly 
finished their beers, then stood up so they could get closer and mosh. James was relieved that Megadeth 
were about to play, as he was still a little scared when Roxie came onto him. But he couldn't help feel a little 


disappointed too. 


| wonder what she was going to do? he thought, as they found a good place to stand where they could see 
Megadeth. / guess Hl find out soon enough! 


Fifteen 


The first half of the show went really well. Megadeth were on a roll, they played wild and loud and enjoyed 
themselves tremendously. The fans were also having a great time and they were lively but not rowdy. James 
forgot about being shy and lost himself in the music. A couple of times, he glanced over to Roxie, concerned 
on whether she was enjoying their date. After all, | don't know a lot of girls who'd think going to hear a metal 
band would make a good date he thought. However, she was moshing (possibly rougher) than a lot of the other 


fans. 

After about a hour, Megadeth stopped for a break and James went to get more beer from the bar. Roxie 
stayed behind to guard their seat, which James thought was a very good idea. She's much scarier than me, | 
bet nobody would dare nick our seat with Roxie there. 

"So, about what we were saying before..", Roxie began 


"Um, what was it?" James asked. 


“About being obvious". Roxie shifted her chair closer and put her hand on James‘ shoulder. James gasped, 


looking scared to death. 
"Er, are y-you sure we oughtn't wait until..", he stammered. 


"Hey Jamie!" a voice yelled behind him. James turned round and saw Dave pull up a chair and sit next to him. 


"How did you and Roxie like the first half of our show?" 


"It was really good, yeah" said James, letting out a big breath of relief. Roxie screwed up her nose impatiently 
but Dave just grinned at her. 


"OK, | got a few minutes before we play again, so | wanted to show you guys something really awesome | can 
do" said Dave. He looked round, his gaze falling upon Junior, who was hovering nearby. "Junior, come here and 
sit down. This'll make you laugh". 


Junior hesitated, then retrieved another chair and sat in between Dave and Roxie. James studied his friend 
doubtfully. He had an uncomfortable idea that Dave's idea of something awesome wouldn't be the sort of thing 


he show a girl on a date. 


"Ok, watch this" said Dave, indicating his pint glass. "I'm gonna drink my beer through my nose”. Juniors’ eyes 
widened, Roxie folded her arms and James snorted. 


Dave lowered his nose into the beer glass and made a sound like a drain unblocking. James partly covered his 


eyes and Junior nudged him. 


"Don't you like it James? Is it making you feel gross?" he whispered. 


"Nah, I'm just shielding my eyes from Dave's dazzling charisma’ James scoffed. Dave snorted with laughter and 


blew a great deal of his drink down the front of his t-shirt. 


"Oops!" Junior said and Roxie burst out laughing. Dave glanced down at himself, self consciously rubbing his 


hands over the wet patch. 
"Erm, that wasn't meant to happen” he said. 


Junior patted his shoulder. "Come on buddy. I'll lend you one of my shirts and then we better get ready for 
the second half of the show". 


"Yeah" Dave agreed. He drained his glass and set off with Junior. "Bye James and Roxie and enjoy part two of 


Megadeth". 


Roxie waited until they were out of earshot, then she turned to James. "Well done" she grinned. "You got rid of 


Dave!" 
"| did?" said James in surprise. "Oh yeah, | did". He smiled back, seeing how pleased Roxie was. 


"That was smart of you, making him laugh so he splurged his beer out like that" said Roxie. "I think you 
deserve a reward’. Before James could speak, Roxie grabbed him and wrapping her arms around him, she 
kissed him passionately. James started, then it took him a couple of seconds to realise that he really liked it. 
Not only that, he wasn't even scared anymore. He slid his arms around Roxie and returned her kiss; his 


victory over Dave's daft behaviour giving him new found confidence. 


Backstage, Dave (now wearing Junior's shirt) peeped out through the curtain. Seeing James and Roxie kissing, he 
chuckled and nodded his head. He went back behind the curtain and gave the thumbs up sign to a nearby 


Junior. 


"Ha, how about that" he said. "Did my plan work or did it work then!" 


Sixteen 


After the Megadeth show, James and Roxie went back to Metallica's apartment for a while. James had invited 
Roxie back there because now that he had (mainly) overcome his shyness, he realised that he wanted to spend 
more time with her. Roxie seemed pretty eager too and James hoped they would have a good time and his 


friends would behave. 


They'd better not act goofy and take the piss or they'll be in big trouble he thought. / know Cliff will be cool but | 
bet HI have to give Lars and Kirk a ton of stern glares! 


"OK, here we are" said James, stopping outside the front door and taking his key out of his pocket. "I um, hope 


you like our place". 
"Il like anywhere with you" said Roxie, making James blush a little again 


James turned the key in the lock and let himself and Roxie in. The apartment was quiet; there was no music 


playing, no sounds of the TV and no chatter. "Hey guys" James called out. "We're back". 
Nobody answered. 


"Hey, anybody home?" James called, louder. He went into the living room, beckoning for Roxie to follow. The 


living room was deserted and oddly tidy for once, Too. 

"That's weird" James said to Roxie. "They didn't say they were going out anywhere". 

"Maybe they've gone out cos its Saturday night?" Roxie suggested. 

"Yeah, | guess so" said James. He wasn't too sure about how he felt about having the place to himself. On one 
hand, it would be cool to hang out with Roxie and not have to worry about his friends teasing him. On the 
other hand, he felt a bit nervous, now that they were home alone together. His eyes wandered the room and 
fell upon the video recorder. 

"Um, want to watch a movie?" he asked. 


"Sure" said Roxie. "What ones have you got?" 


"Let's see" said James, pulling out a box of films from a drawer in the cabinet that the TV and video sat on 


Roxie sat down next to him and they searched through the box together. 
"How about this one?" said Roxie, holding up Return of the Jedi 


"Yeah, that's a cool movie" said James. An idea suddenly came to him. "Hey, | think we've got some popcorn in 


the kitchen I'll go and get it and you turn the lights off and draw the curtains and we'll pretend we're at a 


movie theatre". 


"Great, OK then’ said Roxie. James went into the kitchen, pleased that Roxie liked his idea. He found an unopened 
bag of popcorn in the cupboard and he grabbed it and a six pack of beer too. This is gonna be neat, like really 
being at the movies James thought. He went back into the living room and found the curtains drawn and Roxie 
frowning at them. 


"Hey, is everything OK?" James asked. 

"Um, l'm not sure" Roxie said doubtfully. "I don't think it's dark enough, even with the curtains shut". 

James had to agree with her. The living room curtains were quite thin and pale blue in colour. Consequently, 
they let in a lot of light from outside. The streetlights illuminated the room with a dim orange glow, making it 
look very un-cinema like. 


"Yeah, that's pretty crap" said James, disappointed. "I guess I'd better put the light back on". 


"Hmm" said Roxie, her eyes wandering over to the portable TV. "Have you got any darker rooms? | mean with 


like, thicker curtains?" 
"Uhh, well there's my room, | guess" said James. "| mean, mine and Cliff's room". 


"Awesome! Shall we take that little TV and the video recorder in there then?" Roxie said. 


"Y-yeah, if you like" said James, feeling a little shy again. "Come on, I'll show you where it is". Roxie grinned and 
picked up the portable TV. James shuffled out of the living room, clutching the beer and popcorn tightly. 


Fuck! If we go into my room, will Roxie think | want to, do more than make out? James thought. 


Nah, why should she think that? Ok, so itd technically more private then the living room but actually, it isn’t really. 
After all, the other guys are all out, so all the rooms are private tonight 


Then, James wondered if THAT was why his buddies had gone out and he felt himself blush profusely. 
AND, there's a bed in my room! Oh, shit! 


"Um, here it is" said James, opening the door and stepping inside. Roxie followed him inside, her eyes scanning 
her new surroundings curiously. The room was small with James and Cliffs’ beds against the adjacent wall, 
opposite the window. A chest of drawers stood in between the beds, with a table lamp and radio alarm clock on 
top of it. There was a built in cupboard in the nearby wall and a litle table in the far corner, with a couple of 
cardboard boxes stuffed under it. More boxes nearby were full of records and the walls were covered in 


posters of rock bands. 


"Hey, your room is neat" said Roxie. "You've got tons of posters! | can hardly see the wallpaper for all of ‘em’. 
"That's cos its old and tatty and we need to redecorate" said James and Roxie laughed. 


"| like a lot of those bands. You and Cliff have really good taste in music’ said Roxie. "Um, where shall | put the 
TV?" 


"Just over here" said James, indicating the table in the corner opposite the two beds, where there was a plug 
socket. As his hands were full with the video recorder, he used the toe of his trainer to point with, the result 
being that he wobbled and nearly fell over. 

"Hehehe, be careful, don't drop the video" said Roxie. "Don't fall on me either. Or at least wait until we're on 
the bed". James turned bright red and nearly dropped the video recorder again. "Which is your bed?" Roxie, 
asked, eyeing them both up. 


"Uhh, the one you're nearest to". 


"Cool, alright then". Roxie put the TV down on top of the table, then she noticed the boxes underneath. "Hey 


more videos! Have you got any good ones in here?" 


"Oh no!" James squeaked. "Don't look at..."..it was too late! Roxie had taken out a video and was admiring the 


suggestive title with a very raunchy cover. 
"That's not mine, it's Cliffs" James said, his cheeks the colour of beetroot. 
"Haha, | don't mind if it is yours" Roxie laughed. "We can watch it anyway! [tll get us in the mood". 


Poor James didn't know what to say to that. As he blushed and stammered, Roxie laughed all the more. Then 


she caught movement out of the corner of her eye. Was there somebody at the window? 


Still chuckling, Roxie turned her head slightly, just enough to see what it was. Suddenly, she beckoned James 


over. 
"Can you come and help me set up the video?" she asked. 


"Sure" said James, relieved that she had changed the subject. He went into the corner and as he got down to 


plug in the leads, Roxie whispered in his ear. 
“There's a funny thing in the window, like a telescope". 


James made to look round but Roxie shook her head slightly. "Don't look" she whispered. "It'll make it obvious". 


"| wanna see what it is though" James whispered back. 


Roxie thought quickly. "Ok, go and get a can of beer and then glance at it while you're up. And act, natural, as 
if you don't know it's there” 


James gave a small nod and stood up. He went over to the six pack, feeling self conscious. As he bent down to 
pull a can free, his eyes flickered over to the window. Pressed up against the glass was the strange telescope 


object Roxie had described. Feeling himself turn red, James grabbed his beer and hurried back over to the bed. 


‘Its a periscope" he muttered, his cheeks hot with embarrassment and annoyance. "It's coming from the 


direction of Lars and Kirk's room!" 

"I thought they were out?" Roxie said in surprise. 

James opened his beer with a hissing sound. "So did Il" He felt more than annoyed. How fucking dumb and 
immature are Lars and Kirk! As if me and Cliff try periscoping them when they're making out and fuck knows what 
else they do! | suppose they think its funny cos its sorta my first real date! 

James risked a glance at Roxie and was surprised to see how calm she looked. He had expected her to race out 
of the room, hunt Kirk and Lars down and knock seven shades out of them. Instead, she looked relaxed and 
possibly..was she grinning? James' eyes widened; surely Roxie didn't find it funny? 

He sipped his beer and turned, so as to see Roxie and hide his face from the window. "Aren't you 
embarrassed?" he asked. "I'm trying to decide whether to go in and kill them or get the periscope and stuff it 
up their.."... 
Roxie burst out laughing and quickly covered her mouth. James blinked, confused. 

"What's funny?" 

"Hahah, if you're gonna say asses, how can you do both of them? They only have one periscope’. 


‘Its got two ends though!" 


Roxie laughed even harder and James was torn between the desire to laugh too and go and thump Lars and 


Kirk. Ha, if theyre watching at the moment, | bet they wonder what the hell we're finding so funny he thought. 


"You want me to go and teach them some manners?" James asked, when Roxie had calmed down. "I mean, 


they're ruining our, sort of date". 


Roxie shook her head and beckoned James nearer. He leaned over her, feeling self conscious. / bet those fuckers 


next door think we're gonna kiss or something he thought. 


Roxie pulled James’ head near, brushed his hair back and whispered in his ear. 


"I've got a better idea Let's catch them by surprisel”. 


Seventeen 


Meanwhile, in Kirk and Lars' room, the lads were having plenty of fun. Lars giggled as he peeped through the 
periscope, while Kirk stood next to him, nudging him impatiently. 


"Come on Lars, you've had it for ages now, it's my turn’ he grumbled. 
"Kirk, it was my idea and it's my periscope" said Lars. "Therefore, | get to use it for longer". 


"But you've had it AGES!" Kirk poked Lars in the middle of his back. 


"Ow! OK, OK, Mr Impatient" Lars said, handing the end of the periscope over to Kirk. "You won't see anything 
fun though. They're just setting the video up". 


"Don't care, | wanna see anyway" said Kirk. "They might make out when they've finished’. Lars made a face at 


him and Kirk pressed his eye up against the periscope end. 


Sure enough, James was pluggin in TV lead into the video and Roxie was plugging the TV into the wall socket. 
Kirk noticed that they were chatting to each other and seemed relaxed. 


"James doesn’t look scared of Roxie anymore" he remarked fo Lars. 

"| would hope not! They nearly kissed before but then they just giggled and started setting up the video" 
Kirk chuckled. "Maybe Ill see them kiss for real" 

"| bet they already have done, when they were out" Lars said. "What are they doing now?" 


"Roxie's put the TV on. James is..oh shit!" Kirk gasped and took his eyes away form the periscope. "He's coming 


over!" 


"Lemme seel" Lars said, grabbing the scope and peeping into it. "He's..awwwwwwwwwwwwwwww! Darn it, he's 


shut the curtains!" 
"Did he see the periscope?" Kirk asked 


"Nah, | don't think so. He didn't look at it, nor did he look mad. | guess he was just closing the curtains cos it's 
dark outside". 


"Humph!" said Kirk, flopping down on the bed. "Now we'll never know if they kiss or not". 


Lars put the periscope down thoughtfully. "We could always go peep under their door?" 


"Ewww, nol" Kirk exclaimed. "I don't wanna lie on a cold, dirty floor. "Anyway, if James decided to come out of 


his room, he'd whack us while we were down there". 
"The floor isn't dirty" Lars said indignantly. "| hoovered it yesterday". 
"| still don't wanna lie on it" said Kirk. 


Lars shrugged. "Fine. So, what shall we do now?" 


"Yeah?" 
Kirk put his finger to his lips. "Listen!" 


Lars listened. His green eyes widened and his mouth dropped open. From the room next door, came the 


unmistakable sounds of hot, x-rated action! 


Lars and Kirk stared at each other, then both scrambled up and went over to the wall. They pressed their 


ears against it, listening intently. 


Shit!" Kirk whispered to Lars. "They sound like they're having sex!" 


9 3 E FE E 95 E E E WE E AE E AE E WE WE WE E E E E WE E WE E E E F EE E KK 


In James and Cliff's room, there was plenty of action going on but it was of the laughing, rather then the 
passionate kind James had put on one of Cliffs porn videos and turned the sound up loud. He and Roxie were 


sitting on the bed, hands clamped over their mouths to try and stifle their laughter. 


"Those two assholes must be able to hear that!" James smirked at Roxie. "| bet they were pissed when | shut 


the curtains and now... 
"Now they've got an even better show!" said Roxie. "Or, they think they have!" 


James stood up, very quietly. "And, now for part two" he said. "Come on Roxie, come and see what happens 


when they are caught". 


Roxie got up too and followed James to the bedroom door. He opened it quietly but there was really no need, 
as the TV was so loud He made his way over to Kirk and Lars' room and slowly, carefully, opened their door. 
Peeping round the jamb, James snickered when he saw his two buddies. They were pressed up against the far 


wall, looking both scandalised and delighted. 


James snuck up behind them and then, with incredible dexterity, he grabbed the backs of their underwear and 
pulled hard, giving both guy a double weagie. 


Kirk squealed and Lars yelled in shock and whipped round. They stared at James in dismay. As easy going and 
shy as he usually was, he now looked extremely mad. His eyes were narrowed, his nostrils flared and his hands 
were planted firmly on his hips. 

"Look what | caught here" he growled. 


"Uhh, we were just having a joke with you" Lars said, grinning sheepishly. 


"B-but the noises" Kirk stammered, noticing Roxie standing in the doorway. If anything, she looked even madder 
than James. 


"And what's this?" James demanded, grabbing the periscope off the bed. 
"We were just, uhm, doing a little bird watching" Lars said. 


James snorted. "Ok" he said "You guys have got five seconds before | stick this somewhere where the sun 
don't shine. That is, if you can get past Roxie". Roxie blocked the doorway, clenching her fists in a dangerous 


manner. 


Lars and Kirk howled and shot over to the window in panic. Lars yanked it up and wriggled out through it, 
dropping down onto the grass below. Kirk followed, his eyes wide with alarm. James watched them race away 
from the apartment, Lars yelling "You know Kirk, | think Cascades is still open. We oughta go there, for a long 


while". 


James closed the window with a soft thunk and turned back to face Roxie. She looked at him, her eyebrows 
raised. James chewed his bottom lip, a bit of a guilty smile on his face. Then they both burst out laughing. 


Eighteen 


After they had calmed down, James and Roxie made their way back to James and Cliff's room. Roxie was stil 


inclined to giggle but James looked awkward. 


"Hey, what's up?" Roxie asked, as they sat down on the bed together. "You're not feeling bad about Kirk and 


Lars, are you?" 

"Hell, nol" James exclaimed. "It's just." he sighed. "The date isn't exactly going to plan, is it?" 
"Hm, you mean it was planned out from the start?" Roxie teased. 

"Uh, no. But stuff has gone wrong and it wasn't meant to’. 

"| think its been great so far" Roxie said. 

James blinked, surprised. "Really?" 


"Yeah. I've really enjoyed it". Roxie moved close to James. "And, anyway, you're forgetting something.” 


"What's that?" James asked. 

‘Its not over yet". 

Roxie put her arms around James and, pulling him close to her, she kissed him. James was surprised but not 
afraid anymore. He kissed Roxie back and when he cautiously put his arms around her, he felt Roxie press up 


closer to him. 


Í guess this is gonna work out just fine he thought happily. 
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One year later 


"Wow, that was the best tour we've ever done!" Lars said to Dave. "A full house at nearly every verue, we all 


played really brill, we sold lots of merchandise and the fans were beyond awesome". 


"Yep, | think we can owe the success to Megadeth and Roxie's band" Dave grinned. "Though | guess maybe just 
a few people turned up to see Metallica’. He then hid behind Junior as Lars tried to whack him on the head 
with the rock magazine he was holding. 


Metallica were on an aeroplane, returning from a six month world tour with Megadeth and Roxie's band. Lars 
contented himself by glaring at Dave, then settling back into his seat by Eddie. As it was such a long tour, 
they had taken Eddie with them and he had enjoyed it greatly. Lars had enjoyed it too but he was looking 


forward to getting home and having a well earned rest. 


Lars glanced over at Kirk, who was sitting next to Cliff. Lars and Kirk had been sitting together but Eddie had 
kept sticking his tail under Kirk's nose and making him sneeze, so Kirk had moved for a while. Lars blew Kirk a 
kiss and Kirk blushed and giggled. Cliff grinned at their flirting, then nudged Kirk 

"Were gonna touch down soon" he said. "Wake up James will ya? 

Kirk glanced over at James, who was sitting in the seat behind them. He was fast asleep; his blonde hair 
tumbled across the back of the seat and his long eyelashes covering his eyes. Roxie was cuddled up next to 
him, also sleeping, with her head resting on his shoulder. She looked deceptively innocent. 

"Uh, can't you do it Cliff?" Kirk asked 

"You're on the outside seat dude, you can reach better". 


"Kirk's scared of waking Roxie" Lars giggled. Kirk went red. 


"Ah come on, Kirk She and James have been dating for a year now, how can you still be scared of her?" Cliff 


asked. 
"Cos she hasn't decreased in scaryness since then’. 
"Yeah but you should be used to it now" Lars pointed out. 


"Yeah, especially as you have to wake up Lars nearly every morning and a sleepy Lars is much more 


dangerous than Roxie" Cliff teased 

‘Lars doesn't threaten to do anything to my ruts though” said Kirk 
"Don't 1?" said Lars. 

"Not like that! Shush, you're being embarrassing now!" 


"Oh, I'll wake James up" Lars snorted. He leaned over Roxie, brushed back James’ blonde hair and whispered in 


his ear. "Wake up Jamie, Dave is running off with all your beer". 


Lars covered his mouth up. "Haha, calm down, l'm just waking you up cos we're gonna land in a few minutes". 


Roxie opened her eyes too. "James, is Lars tormenting you?" she asked. Lars took one look at her and scuttled 


back to his seat. 


"Now who's scared?" Kirk asked innocently. 
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Ten minutes later, the plane had landed at San Francisco Airport and the bands had all got off and were 
heading towards the baggage claim area to collect their luggage. They were all quite talkative, even after the 
long flight. Though, most of the guys had caught up with their sleep on the plane. Dave was telling Roxie's lead 
guitarist about a new model of guitar that he had seen recently. Junior and Kirk were talking about baking 
chocolate chip and orange cookies. Chris and Gar were laughing about something that Roxie's drummer was 
telling them. Lars was carrying Eddie because even though he had put him on his lead, Eddie kept pulling to get 


away and explore. 


‘Its easier carrying Eddie, | can keep him out of trouble that way" Lars said to Kirk as they followed a group 
of people towards the baggage claim area. 


"| dunno about that" Kirk said, as they passed a lady wearing a hat with fake fruit in and Eddie stretched out 
to try and bite a juicy looking apple. 


"Naughty Eddie! You can have your nice biscuits when we get home" said Lars. Eddie assumed an innocent look 
and wagged his tail. 


James followed after Lars and Roxie was holding James' hand. She caught his eye and grinned and James smiled 


back at her. 

Was he still scared of Roxie? Yep. 

Did he still sometimes want to run off in fear when she got mad or swore a lot? Yep. 

And were they an item. Yep, most definitely! 

The guys slowed down as there was a large crowd of people milling about in front of them. 

"Wow, this does seem to be a big crowd here" said Cliff "I wonder what the hold up is?" 

The guys soon found out. A flight attendant announced over the loudspeaker that the conveyer belt which 


brought the luggage out had broken and it would take about a hour to fix. The guys wandered away, feeling a 
little disappointed. They had had a long flight and just wanted to get back to their homes. 


"Bummer!" said Lars. "That sucks". 

"Yeah! | wanted to get home and have a beer" said James. 

"Ah well, we'll just have to find something to do to pass the time" said Cliff. 

Lars looked round the airport, after something interesting. There were lots of gift shops but he had already 
bought presents for his Mom and Dad from some of the countries they had visited on tour. Roxies' band 


mates went to check out a nearby gift shop. 


There were a couple of cafes and some take away stands but Lars didn't really feel hungry. Chris and Gar of 
Megadeth went to get something to eat in one of the cafes. 


There was also an off licence and as Lars wondered whether to visit it or not, his eyes wandered over to 


somewhere very nice. Somewhere with bright lights and beeping, 8-bit music. An amusement arcade. 
"Look, you guys" he said to his friends. "Let's go in there!" 
‘Oooh, yeah!" Junior said eagerly. He grabbed Dave's arm. "Come on Dave, | fancy playing on some games’. 


"Um, sure" said Dave, a little shy because Junior was holding his arm in public but still allowing himself to be 


led towards the arcade. 


Kirk wasn't so interested because he wasn't such a big fan of games as Lars was. Also, he felt quite stiff 
after being on the plane for hours and he wanted to stretch his legs. He felt Eddie snuffling at his neck and 


had an idea. 
"I'll take Eddie outside for some fresh air, he looks bored and he won't like the noise of the arcade" said Kirk 
"OK then, good idea". Lars kissed Kirk and passed Eddie to him. "Don't let him pilot any planes or anything’. 


Kirk giggled and headed off outside with Eddie. Lars, James, Cliff and Roxie followed Dave and Junior into the 


arcade. 


Stepping through the doorway, Lars beamed with pleasure. He was delighted to be back in an arcade. They had 
been so busy on their tour, travelling all over the world and hardly having a moment to even relax in their 

latest hotel rooms. There hadn't been time to play any computer games at all and Lars had missed his gaming. 
Now that he was back in an arcade, surrounded by the familiar sights and sounds, he felt chilled out and even 


the thought of having to wait for their luggage didn't bother him. 


"Oh wow, it's nearly as big as Cascades!" Junior said. "So many games, | dunno which one to play on first". 


"See if they've got some different ones from Cascades" Dave suggested. 


“Alright, good idea" said Junior. He walked along, still holding Dave's arm and studying each cabinet with interest. 
James couldn't help but laugh. 


"Haha, Junior is such a pixel head that he knows every single game at Cascades" he said. 


It would be great to see some new games though" said Roxie. "After all, we haven't been in touch with the 


gaming world for months. | bet lots of new games have been released since then’. 


"Newer and better too, the way technology is coming on" said Cliff. A dreamy look came into his eyes. "I bet 
someday, all computers in the world will be connected up and you'll be able to see and talk to people from right 


round the other side of the world’. 

"Cliff, are you stoned again?" James asked. Cliff just grinned at him. 

"Hey, look at Lars" said Dave suddenly. In his eagerness to check for new games, Lars had wandered ahead of 
his friends. However, now he had stopped and was standing, staring at something. His expression suggested that 


he had just found the most valuable treasure in the history of the universe. 


‘It must be a brill new game, let's go and see" said Junior. He and Dave hurried over to Lars and then James, 


Roxie and Cliff followed. 

Lars was staring at an arcade machine. A new but oddly familiar machine. Four joysticks were on the top panel. 
Four familiar characters were painted on the sides of the cabinet. The title emblazoned across the top read 
GAUNTLET 2. 

Lars' eyes went large and round and his lips curved into a big smile. He turned to look at Junior, James and 
Roxie. Junior squeaked in excitement. Roxie eyed up the game curiously. James raised and eyebrow, then gave 


Lars a big grin. 


"Ready for a sequel?" Lars said. 


The End 


